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At the wake, at the Fair, at the harvest home meeting, 
As a sailor’s all one as a piece of a ship, 

A pavior I am and as hearty a blade, 

An Irish lad’s a jolly boy, 

A roaming blade I e’er have been, 

A boat danced on Clyde’s bonny stream, 

As blight as the lark at Auroia’s first dawn, 

Adieu, my lov’d harp, for no more shall the vale, 

Ask you who is singing here? 

A poor little Gipsey 1 wander forlorn, 

A plague of those musty old lubbers, 

As the beautiful Kitty, 

At the baron of Mowbray’s gate was seen, 

A blessing unknown to ambition or pride. 

As I came o’er the highland hills. 

As I walk’d thro’ the strand, so careless and gay. 

As I walk’d one May summer morning, • 

Away with this pouting and sadness. 

As I stray’d o’er a common on Cork’s rugged border, 
As Phelim and Pat under Dunleary cliff, 

B 

Bold as when the forest’s lord, 

Born at sea and my cradle frigate, 

By the side of a murmuring stream, 

Bright Chanticleer proclaims the dawn, 

Before I came from Connaught, 

Bleak blows the storm upon that breast 
Ben Bowsprit I am, and a true jolly boy, 

Begone dull care, I pry’ thee begone from me, 

C 

Calm the winds—the distant ocean, 

Come hasten my hearties to true loyal Ned, 

Come, Royal George, and all thy couit, 

Can’st thou say farewell love, 

Come, listen ev’ry lord and lady. 

Come ye brave, with noble hearts, 

D 

Dear Erin, how sweetly thy green bosom rises, 

Dear is my little native vale. 

Daddy Neptune one day to freedom did say. 

Do you know Johnny Doe, 

Dear Nancy I’ve sail’d the world all arouiid, 

E 

Escao’d with life, in tatters, ' 

‘ A ■ 
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INDEX, 


Of all ihe gills in our town, 

On the lake of Killamey I first saw^the lad, 

Oh! think, on my fate, once I freedom enjoy’d, 

Oh ! young Lechinvar is come out of the west, 

Oh! the cocks and hens they have been at play, 

P 

Peaceful slumbering on the ocean, 

Paddy Shannon high mounted on his trotting little poney, 
Paddy O’Snap had a slippery paw, 

S 

Send the bowl round merrily, 

Since epilogue speaking to me is quite new, 

Still, oh ! Mary still I love thee, 

Sirree mankind are but menders, 

Some say that a bachelor’s life won’t do, 

S\yeet is the ship, that under sail, 

Since then I’m doom’d the sad reverse to prove. 

Say Louisa can’st thou leave me, 

Stay, lady stay, for mercy’s sake, 

Sitree Erin go Era is the song of the sod, 

’• T 

Tom Tack was the shipmate for duty, 

There with fun we tl.e stocking throw, 

Through Dublin as once I was tiudging awa^', 

-Take, oh, lake those lips away, 

The eldest botn of lovely Spring, 

'The bird that hears her nestlings cry, 

The roic had been wash’d, just wash’d in a shower. 

The patent bird, whose little nest, 

There came to the beach a poor Exile of Erin, 

•The sun in the wave dipt .his lingering ray, ' 

.Tjell me dear Eveleen, why do you slight me, 

The deuce takii the cards Tor they give me the gripes, 

The signal’s gave, all hands prepar’d, 

,’Twas in the ev’ning of a wintry day, 

’Pwas in the solemn midnight hour, 

There ne’er was a name so handed by fame. 

The times a;e gone by, 

.'’Tvras Paddy .O Flannigin set out one morning. 

The day is departed and round from the ch'ud, 

^Thete -was an ancient dame, and she lov’d a neat young 
. The Turban Turli who sc'ofns the world, • 

.‘The groves of Blarney, they look so charming, 

, The spruce Mr. Clark, ^ 

' The Grecians came runnmg to Troy 1 
The bard who glew with Gruir-street fire, 

• ’Twas at Stepney chifrch I w^as splic’d to DoH, 

^Twas in June, rosy June, 

The smiling morn, the krcaihing sj^r^g^ 
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INDEX, 

Tell her I’ll love her, 

To Anacreon in heaven, where he sat in fvill glee, 

U 

Up and down, round about, all the streets I paraded, 

W 

When I was a boy in my father’s mud edifice, 

When fairies arc lighted iiy night’s silver queen, 
when Momus once sat in the presence of Jove, 

V/hen Neptune our Is'e from iiie deep had survey’d, 

Well, say, can you fancy me Peg, 

Why good people all, at whnt do you pry, 

When first my master talk’d of seas, 

When shall we three meet again, 

When o’er the craggy mountains side?, 

With an honest old iVicnci and a merry old song, 

When tlie morn stands on tiptoe ’twixt mountain and sky, 
When I look my departure from Dublin’s sweet town, 

When fit St a mason 1 was made ! 

When gallant kights and ladies tail, 

When e’er 1 am mending a shoe, 

When peace shall revisit your plains, 

Why shun me thus my ch.n miug Kate ? 

Why fair maid in ev’ry feature, 

Why do yon lovely virgins rrourn? 

When freedom was banished from G.eece and from Rome, 
Wnen 1 was a youngster I first was apprentic’d, 

^Vhen my very'first day, to the field J had got, 

Willy Waslle dwalt on Tweed, 

W’hcn republican doctrines are ev’ry where found, Sir, 

When first come from Kilkenny as iVeihas a daisy, 

When my money was gone that I gain’d in the wars, 

When! v/as a migiity srnartboy, 

When first -v ou courted me, I own, 

When ihe shines o’er iliedeep, 

When absent from her iny soul holds most dear, 

We tars are all for fun and glee, 

When in wai on the ocean we meet the proud foe. 

When Bibo went down to the regions below, 

Y 

Your laughter I’ll try to provoke, 

Your old fashioned waters of fam’d Hippocreen, 

Ye sportsmeri dmw near, and ye sports women too. 

Young Henry was as brave a youil», 

You may sing of your w aggoners plougkboy’s and •^'alchmen 
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Irish Hearts are the Hearts for the Ladies. 

Ai Song by Mr. J. Johnstone, in the “ West Indian.” 

One day Madam Nature was bufy, 

Bright Venus befide her was feated, 

She looked ’till her head was quite dizzy, 

She longed ’till the job was compleated 5 
Tm making a heart cries the goddefs, 

For the charms of love all my trade is, 

Not a heart for a ftays or a boddice, 

But an Irilhman’s heart for the Ladies. 

Ritoai ti tie tom, &c. 


She bound it all round with good hature, 

’Twas tender and foft as the dove, fir, 

’Twas fprinkled with drops of the creature^ 

And ftufied with large lumps of love, fir, 
’Twas pure as the ftreams from the Shannon} 

As warm too as roaded potatoes, 

And red hot like a ball from a cannon, 

. Is an Iriihaian*8 heart for the Ladies. 

Ritom ti tic tom dec- 
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Then fay you f^cludcrs fo pretty. 

Your own filver tongues tell the ftory, 

Tkat Irilhmen melt you to pity. 

For they are the boys that atlore you; 
They’re always goovl humoured and frifcey. 
Nor of Dons, Dutch, or Devils afraid is, 
We’ve lips for our girls and our whiflccy, 

And tight Irilh hearts for the I.adies- 

Ricom ti tic toBi* 


&C. 


I am the Boy for Bewitching them. ^ ■ 
As Sung by Mr. J. Johnstone, in •• The Review.” 

I am the boy for bewuthing them, 

Whether good humoured or coy. 

All cried when I was bcfeeching them, 

Do what you will with me, joy: 

Daughters be cautious and ftcady. 

Mothers would cry out for fear. 

Wont you take care now of Teddy, 

F„rheisthedcvilmydear^^^^_^^^^^^^^ 

From every quarter I gathered them. 

Very few rivals had 1, 

UI found any, I leathered them. 

That made them plag»ily ^7» 

Pat Moony my Sheelah once mcetipg, 

1 twigged him beginning his clack. 

Says he at my heart I’ve a beating. 

Says I then take one on your hack. 

' Oh I am the boy «c. 







Many a lafs that would fly away 
When other wooers but spoke, 

Once if I looked her a die-away, 

There was an end to the joke ; 

Beauties no matter how cruel, 

Hundreds of lads though they'd cross’d, 

When I come nigh to them jewel 
‘I'hey mefted like mud in the froft. 

Oh I am the boy, &c. 

JLootiey Me. T'XKoher—Oh Whack. 

As Sur)g by Mr, J. JouN3TOKe,in the Same. 

OH Wh.ack ! Cupid’s a Mannikin, 

Smack on my back (he hit me a peuktr, 

Good lack! Judy O’ Flannagan, 

Dearly flie loves neat Looney Mc: Tw'oker; 

Judy’s my darling, my ksfles fli^ fuffers, 

She’s an heirefs that’s clear, and her father fells beer, 
She lives at the fign of the Cow and the Snuffers, 

She’s fo fmart from my heart I cannot boult her. 

Oh whack! Judy O’Flanagan, 

She U the Girl for Looney Mc Twoltcr* 

Ch hone ! good news I read a bit, 

We’d correfpond but learning would choak her, 
Mavrone ! 1 cannot read a bit, 

Judy can t tell a pen from a poker ; 

Judy's fo conftant I’ll never forfake her, 

She's true as the moon only on© afternoon 
I caught her in bed with a humpback flioe'niaker, 

But fhe’s fo fmart from my heart I cannot boult her, 
Oh whack ! Judy O'Flanagan, 

She is the girl for Looney Mc Twoltcr, 
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^he Original Plan-^ty, 

AsSurg by Mr. Johnstone, in The ‘Irishman in London.* 

If you’d go the wide world all over, 

And fail a crofs quite round the globe. 

You muft fet off on horfeback from Dover, 

And fail unto fweet Ballinrobe ; 

’Tis there you’ll fee Ireland fo famous, 

Tliat was built before Adam was breech'd. 

Who lived in the reign of king Shamus, 

E’er he was at the Boyne over reached. 

With my whack fal &:c Oh the land of Shillelah for me* 

There you’ll fee Ulftcr, and Munfter, and Leinfter, 
€oncaught and fwcel Kilkenny likew'ife. 

That city where firft asafpinfter 
I opened ihefc pair of black eyes. 

In this town there is fire without fnioaking, 

For a penny you’d buy fifty eggs, 

And then there’s fuch wit without joking, 

And rabbits without any legs. 

With my whack fal, &c. 

There you’ll fee my anceftors glorious. 

The fons of the brave O’s and Mac’s, 

Who died when e’er they were vidlorlous, 

After that they ne’er turned their backs 
Our head* are and full of valour. 

Our hearts are ftout and fidl of brains, 
lo love we ne’er blufh or. change colour. 

And the ladies reward all our pains. 

With roy whack fal. &c: 
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N LoiiDOH,' 


Saijjt Patrick Uillll our protedor, 
lie made u« an iHand of faints. 

Drove out fnakes and toads like a hc( 5 Ior» 
And ne’er (hut his eyes to compla nls, 
Then if you would live and be frilkey 
And never die when your in bed, 
Come to Ireland and tipple the Whilkey, 
And drink ten years after your dead. 
With my whack fal, &c. 


iulktabfotii' 

ioilcf, 


Pad(Jy the Piper, 

Sung by Mr. Johnstone, in the fame. 

When I was a boy In my father’s mud edifice, 

Tender and bare as a pig.in a fty. ' 

Out at the door as I looked with a Heady phiz, 

Who but Pat Murphy the piper came by, 

Says Paddy but few play this mufick, can you play. 

Says I, I can’t tell, for I never did try ; 

He told me that he had a charm, 

To make the pipes prettily fpeak, 

Then fqueezed a bag under his arm, 

And fwectly they fet up a fqurak. . 

CHORUS. 

With a faralla larala loo, oh hone ! how he brindled the drone, 
And then fuch fwcet mufic he blew, ’twould have melted the 

heart of a Hone, 
r 

Your pipe» fays I, Paddy, fo neatly comes over me, ^ 
Naked I’ll wander wherever it blows; 

^ And if« my father (hould try tb recover, me, 

Sure it wont be by deferibing my clothe; 

B 3 
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The mufic T hear now, takes hoM of my ear now, 

And leads me all over the world by the nofc, 

So I followed his bagpipes fo fvvect, 

And lung as I leaped like a frog, 

Adieu to my family feat, 

So pkafantly placed in a bog. 

With my far alia, &c. 

Full five years I followed him, nothing could funder ur, 
’Till he one morning had taken a fup, 

And flipped from a bridge in a river juft under us, 

Soufe to the bottom juft like a blind pup, 

I roarM out and bawl’d out, and luftily call’d out, 

Arrah Paddy, my friend, dont you mean to come up ? 
He wras dead as a nail in a door, 

Poor Paddy was laid oa the flielf, 

So f look up hia pipes on the ftiore 
And now I’ve fet up for myfelf, 

With my faralla laralla loo, to be furc I have not got the knacki 
To play faralla faralla Ipo, and bubbaroo diddaroo whack ! 


ChupUr on Pockets^ 

As introduced by Mr. Johnstone in “ John Boll.” 

Oh ! long life to the girls who revive without pother 
The modes of their darling original mother, 

Mrs Eve who was ftraight as the flicks of fky-rockets. 
And flrft fet the faftiion of wearing no pockets i 
So ladies go cool, dont care a fplinter. 

For caftcrly winds, or a hard frofty winter, 

With petticoats light, genteel and clever, 

^0 flannels be damn’d and the ague for ever. 







low, 
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Mrg. Eve who With paitniers her fide« woir^<f^n*t faJdlc, 

Nor e*cr thought of Pocket* to hold in her daddle. 

By my foul the invention"* ri^^ht handy and fenSbU, 

Then blef# the fair ladies fwect, dear indifpenfibic, 

So Tadkv'&C. 

From Cork Paddy came . and the Englifli defined him, 

For wearing his coat neatly buttoned behind him, 
ili (\itidctiii| Englifli girl* oh ! the Pats all adore you^ 

So pray vIGt Cork, with your Pockets before you. 
onittu!, So Ladies, &c. 

ip. In one of o ur boroughs not free from infedion, 

ilTdoDt, Should a lady fet up for our general elcdlion, 

latocoBiaj! With Pocket* in hand and the mocuffes in it, 

Oh ! flic*d be at the head of the Poll in a minutCr 

So Ladies, &c. 

The great Triflram Shandy, and none could be aptcr. 

Once promifed on Pocket* to write a big chapter, ' 

^olthebct Chapter on Pockets I give harurri fcarilrfi', 

lojrhacki So blefs the dear creatures however they wedr 
So Ladic* go cdol, don’t card a fplinter. 

For men muft adore yod both fumfrier and winter, 

Oh ! fwcet are your fmilcs in fpite of all weather. 

So blefs all your face* and Prickets trigether. 

f.vB5Ll.” . — 

'tiff Parody on the Willow Tret^ 

OR, OH TAKE ME TO YOUR ARMS MY LOVE. 

cketi, A* Sung by Mr. J. Johnstone, in the Operatic Farce of 
“ Netley Abbey.” 

OH take me to your amis my Ibve, 

For bright the moon doth fliiner, 

Oh take me to your arms my lote, , 

Or ril takri you to mine; 
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Then oXit of bed Oie pnpt her headj 
Begone you rogue, say* flic, 

Come down fays I, or here I il lie, 

Beneath this Apple tree. 

Apple, apple, apple, beneath the apple trc^. 

My love has wealth and beauty, 

But she of cafli runs fliy* 

My love has wealth and beauty, 

For flic hafl lost an eye, 

With foot fo fair 

She tripp’d down flair, 

W'ith auburn lock* so red, 

So in I crept where Judy fl’pN 
Beneath the Tefler bed, 

Tcfler, tefler, tester, beneath the tefler be4.- 

Next morn 1 rofe up early, 

I fat upon my end, 

Next morn 1 rofe up early, 

Hoping to find my friend; 

My friend was gone, 

My wife was flown,. 

He stole my love fo fnug, 

So here 1 lay, 

The live long day 

Beneath the worfted rug, 

^ Worfted, worfted, worfted, beneath the worfted rug. 



/i the Wahi at the Fain 

Sung by Mr. Johnstone, in “ Netley Abbey." 
at the wake at the fair, at the harveft home meeting, 

To have M‘Scrapc among them, good Lord what entreating! 











When they faw me, the,women were all in a gi’gglo, 

And hardly ftood ftlll for the tuning the fiddle : 

How madly they’d foot it, to brifk “ Andrew Carey,” 
And at “ Shclen-agig,” O they’d make my arm weary. 

What amorous looks have I feen folks exchanging, 

V/hile engaged in the figure, the rogues would be ranging. 

To give them a hint that I gutfled at their fancies, 

And to fuit to their wiihes the tunes of the dances, 

I’ve known “ Roger de Coverly,” turn them quite crazy, 
And they’d call for a cup, when I’ve play’d Mrs. Cafey. 

Towards morn when returning, each ftep was a caper^ 

Od rat it, no pity had they on the feraper; 

The girls out of bed as we tript along, leapt up. 

To peep at the frolic their neighbours fo kept up, 

And I in return for their glances careffing ^ 

Play’d “ Petticoat Loofe,” while the hulCes were drcflinjg. 


Send the Bonvl round MerrVyf 

Sung by Mr. Johnstone, in the favourite Farce of 
“ Honest TKiEVta” 

SEND the bowl round merrily, 

Laughing. Singing, Drinking; 

Toafl: it, toaft it cheerily, 

Here’s to the devil with thinking; 

Oh ! for the round of pleafure, 

With fweetly fmiling laffes, 

Glaffes o’ctflowing their meafure, 

With hearts as full as oifr glaflcs. 

Send the how l, &<. 






Once 1 rrct uitli a funny lafr* 

Oh ! I loved her dearly, 

Left for her my bonny glafs, 

Faith I died for her nearly: 

But (he proved damn'd uncivil, 

And thought to peck like a hen, (ir, \ 

So T pitched the Jade to the devil, ! 

And lock to my glaf» again, fir— 

Send the bowl, &c. 

Now Tm turned a rover, 

!n loTc with ev’iy petticoat; 

No matter who it covers, I 

Or whether its Jenny’s or Betty’s coat ; ■ 

And if the girls can put up 

With any good thing in pieces, j 

Uly heart Ml certainly cut up, 

And (hare it with little milTes — 

Send the bowl, &c. 

A bumper round to the pretty ones, 

Here’s to the girl with the blue eyes; ^ 

Here’s to her with the jetty ones, T: 

Where the languifiiing dew lies; 

Could all fuch hours as this is. 

Be fumm’d in one little meafurc. 

I’d live a (hort life of blKTet, 1 

And die in a futfeit of pleafure. f! 

Then fend the howl, i 
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Sung by Mr. Johnstone, In “ False and Tilue.' 
OLD father Me Shane, he was holy and fat, 

Siftg faralla la, fing faralla lee. 

Jle rprinkled iny forehead and cluiflcncd me Pat 
Sing faralla la, &c. 

He faid to my parents, you ugly old pair, 

Arragh, how could you get fuch a beautiful heir, 
With your chica chic oorala, &c. 

Then father Me Shane he took hold of my chin,. 
Sing faralla la, &c. 

And drank my fuccefs in a noggin of gin, 

Sing faralla la, &c. 

Moreover he prophecied, certain as fate, 

If 1 lived to be big, I fhould be mighty great. 

W'ith my chica, &c. 

One day fays my mother—fure I was her joy! 

Sing faralla la, &c. 

My darling you now are a hobblc-dee-hoy ! 

Sing faralla la, &c. 

To make a hig fortune Pat feek cut the way, ’ 
So at times I made love, and at tinxes I made Hay, 
With my chica, &c. 

Farewell to younv maids, a rich one appears, 

Sing faralla la. See. 

I mull new be in love with a lady in years, 

Sing faralla la, &c. 

'Tho’ elderly beauty is apt to he tough, 

Let it tender the cafli, then its tender enough. 

For my chica chic &c- 








Condy Maganas Seven Ages* 

Sung by Mr. Johnstone, at the Theatre-Royal, Covcnt- 
Garden, with the mo ft unbounded applaufe. 

IF my own botheration don’t alter my plan, 
ril fing feven lives of a tight Iriftiman, 

Wrote by old Billy Shakfpeare of Ballyporeen; 

He faid while a babe, I loved whifkey and pap, 

That I mewled and puked in my grandmother's lap, 

She joulted me hard, juft to hufti my fwcet roar. 

When I flipp’d through her fingers down whack on the floor, 
What a fquall I made fure at Ballyporaen. 

When I grew up a boy with a nice Ihining face. 

With my bag at my back a fnail crawling pace, 

Went to fchool at old Thwackham’s at Ballyporeen, 
His wig was fo fufty, his birch was my dread. 

He learning beat out, ’ftead of in to my head, 

“ Mafter Condy Magan you’re a great dirty dolt, 

“ You’ve got no more brains than a Monaghan colt, 

“ You’re not fit for our college at Ballyporeen. 

When eighteen years old I was teazed and perplexed^ 

To know what I ihould do, fo a lover turned next, 

And courted fweet Sheelah of Ballyporeen. 

1 thought rd juft take her to comfort my life, 

Not knowing that (he was already a wife, 

She afleed me juft once if to fee her I’d come, 

When I found her ten children and hufband at home, 

A great big whacking chairman pf Ballyporeen. 

I next turned Soldier, I did not like that, 

So I then turned fervant to great jufticc Pat, 

A big dealer in Pratces at Ballyporeen. 










29 

With turtle and ven’fon he lined his infide. 

Ate fo many fat capons that one day he died, 

Covffit Spirits up, 

^\jul{ vvhilkey cordial I took a big fup. 

To my matter’s fafe journey from Ballyporcea. 


Kicked and tofs’d fo about, like a weathercock vane, 
FtM; I pack’d up my alls and I went back again 

To my grandfather’s cottage at Ballyporecn. 

I found him, poor foul! with no legs for his hole, 

Could not fee through the fpe(51acles placed on his nofe, 
idantidw, With no testh in his head, fo death cocked up his chin, 
a- He llipt out of his flippers and faith I llipt in. 

And fuccesded poor Denis of Ballyporeen. 

KBillfporta 


^ Sprig of Shillelah and Shamrock so Green 

rfolt, Sung by Mr.JoHN8TONB,at theTheatrc- Royal, Covent-Garden, 
in colt, Qji I ^ Irifliman, 

He loves all that’s lovely, loves all that he can, 

{tplati, With his fprig of ihillelah and fliamrock fo green, 

His mind it is open, his heart is fo found, 

^0 fort of deception is there to be found, 

* 

He courts and he marries, he drinks and he fights, 

.\nd love, all for love, oh, in that he delights, 

With his Sprig, See, 


iVho has e’er had the luck to fee Donny-brook Fair, 

IVn Irilhnian all in his glory is there, 

^ “With his Sprigj &c. 


G 
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Spick and fpan new his cloths without e*er a fpeok, 

A nice Barcelona tied round his white neck, 

He goes into a tent, and he fpends his half crown, 

He meets with his friend and for love knocks him down, 

With his Sprig, Acc. 

Then homewards at eve, right mellow he goes, 

His heart foft with Wl lfkey, his head foft from blows, 

Of a Sprig, &c. 

His fweetheart he treats with a kifs and green govern, 

To a Pried then he flaggers and makes her his own, 

He weds her—cxadly nine months after that, 

A Younker cries out, How do you do. Father Pat * 

With his Sprig, 


Butlove’$jnIo 
WMIkey in iti 

Lo» 

Lowand iWiiHi 
No oik poser 
AioollK.^iendi 
Jf none can be' 
Maj tbe fmiles 
hiiviih Wbii 


Blefs the Country fay I, that gave Patrick his birth, 

Blcfs the Land of the Oak, and its neighbouring earth. 

Where grows the ShiHclah and Shamrock fo green, ' 
May the Lads of the Thames, the Tweed, and the Shannon, 
Beat the French who dare plant on their confines a cannon* 
United and happy round Liberty’s fhrine, 

Ma^ the Rofc and tbe Thidle for ever entwine 

Round the Sprig, Sic, 


and Whiskey, 

Sung by Mr Johnstone, in *‘Thc Wife of two Hufbands, 


Sung by 

jlNCEtpilogB! 
frayWint tbi 
I'masjiraiigetti 
hllifiiolidl 

NofltoiicbiDgi 
Tiilijirijcry! 

bmaiih 

^or'iiiallaiioA 


LOVE and Whifkey both rejoice an honed fellow, 
Unripe joys of life, love and Whifkey mellow, 

Both the head and the heart fet in palpitation j 
From both I’ve often found a mighty fweet fenfation, 
Love and Whifkey’s joys let us gaily twid’em, 

In the thread of life.—Faith we'eant refid’em ; 


YtHOtwitboB 

'"i-M 

' -lAj Lftacilt^fj 
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lA, ®“' j'aloni pang! in heart ache oft’ we find it, 


Whilkey in its turn, a head-ache leaves behind it, 
wt, 'll* enchanted cup, Sir, 


'''mdBi, ■*'* forfwore, then take another fup, Sir, 

k%mi i. Loyc and Whilkey's, &c. , 


Love and Whifkcy can any thmg perfuadc us, 
ftoinii^ other power we fear," that ever can invade us, 

Should. Qtheri dare intrude, they’ll find our lads fo frifkey 
By none can be fubdued, excepting love and whilkey. 

•iifwiii May the fmiles of Love cheer our lads fo clever; 



And with Whilkey, boyS| we’ll drink King George for ever 


PatbPi'f’ 

kiiSpnjiJi 


EptJa^ue fo John BuIL 
Sung by Mr. Johnstone, at Covent-Garden. 


During {arti, 

epilogue fpeaking to me is quite new, 
indtheSkw help of a fiddle or two; 

cicMJcasiMi ^ ^ strange to this job as the man in the moon, 
But I think if I fing, I Iball fpeak to fomc (une. 


Fal lal la, &c. 


tkt ’ 

ikSpiigik Now touching this Comedy, critics may say, 

’Tis trumpery Btrtlemy-fair kind of play : 

It fmclls, faith of Smithfield we ail must allow. 

For *tis all abotot Boll and the fccne’s a red Cow. 

, Fal lal U, &c. 

jf two Hii 

elloff, Yet not without moral the author indites, 

For he points to the bleffings of Englilhmen’s rights^ 

I Let a duke wrofig a brazier, the barrifters all 
i/itioD, Know that hrafs can do wanders at Wefiminfter Haih. 
Fal la.la. &e. 






But was ever a tale fo improbable told, 

-As Peregrine fwimming with huge bags of gold 
Should a man who finks cafh, with fciscafli wifli to fwini, 
For a pound to a (hilling, his cafh would fink him. 

Fal la la, &c. 



I-Ct us find fome’excufe for this overfight, 

Jfct’s fuppofe that his guineas were moft of them lightt 
Nay the guineas for grappling the Ihore he muft thank, 

Tis amaiing of late how they flick in the bank. 

Fal la la, &c. 

Now In art If not nature, Tom Shufileton’s foand ; 

He’s one. of thefe puppies who better were drown’d ; 
of the worfl Bond-ftreet litter, fuch whelps none admire*, 
Chuck’cni all in the Thames, they won’t fet it on fire. 

Fal la la, &c. 

Kow I’tfc touch’d on the principal part of tbc Play, 

Shall it run a few nights ? or to night run away. 

Your vote, friends and critics, we now reft upon; 

The ayes have it, I think—though it may n't be ncm con. 
Fal la la, &c. 

Oh ! Mr. Dennis Bulgruddcry lives with his dear. 
They’re in flilc, and agree juft like thunder and beer ; 

An Irifhman’s blunders are pretty well hack’d, 

But how charmingly fare Mr. Johnftone did adl! 

Fal la ia, &c. 


Then fuccefs to John Bull, let this toafl be his pride, 
Blefs the king of John Bull, and John Bull’s firefide ; 
At John BullT fire fide fhould a foe dare to frown. 
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h lo [m, 
turn, 


Comic Songf 

Sung hy Mr. Grimaldi, in the new Pantomime called, ** Har- 


Ic^nin Pcrizade, and the Talking Bird,*’’ 

YOUR laughter I’ll try to provoke, 

With wonders I’ve got in my travels; 



And firft is a pig in a poke, 


Next a law-cafc without any cavils; 

A draw poker, a tiffany boat, 

Paper boots t« walk dry thro’ the ditches; 


'ifoitli; 

drowi, 


A new lignum vitas great coat, 

Flint Waiftcoat and pair of glafs breeches. 

Tollol, &c. 


ptDODeid^ 

etitook. 


A dimity warming pan, new; 

Steel night cap and pair of lawm bellows: 


A yard wide foot rule, and then two 


titPlay, 


Odd fhoes, that belong to odd fellows; 
China wheelbarrow, earthenware gig, 


A book bound in wood with no leaves to’t, 


Befides a new vclveret wig 

Line’d with tripe, and a long pair of fl eves 


Tol lol, &c. 


A coal fcuttle trimm’d with Scotch gauze, 
Pickled crumpets and harricoed muffins : 
Tallow ftewpan, nankeen cheft of draw^ers, 
Dumb alarm bell to frighten humguffins; 
Six knives and forks made of red tape, 

A patent waffi-leather polony ; 


A gilt coat with a gingerbread cape, 


And lin’d with the beft macaroni. 


C 3 


Tollol, &c. 
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A plumb pudding made of inch deal, 

A pot of Mahogany capers; 

A goofeberry pye made of veal, 

And fluff'd with two three corner’d fcrapers; 
Sour crout fweeten’d well with fmall coal, 

A fricafeed carpenter’s mallet, 

A caft iron toad in a hole, 

And a monflrous great hole in the ballad. 

Tol lol, &c. 


When Fairies are lighteiL 
Written by Mr. Dibdcn, 

WHEN fairies are lighted by night’s filver queen, 

To fport in the meadow or dance on the green, 

My Clump leaves his harrow, his plough and his flail, 
By yon oak to fit near me, and tell his fond tale ; 

And tho’ I’m aflur’d the fame vows arc believ’d, 

By Patty and Ruth, he forfook and deceiv’d; 

Yet his words are fo fwcet and like truth fo appear, 
That I pardon the treafon the traitor’s fo dear. 

1 fdw the ftraw bonnet he bought at the fair, 

The rofe coloured ribbons, to deck Jenny's hair 
The fhoc-ties of Bridget, and worfe than all this, 

I’he gloves he gave Peggy for ftealing a kifs. 

\ 

All this I beheld, and with heart-rending pain, 

S wore to part ; yet I know when 1 meet him again. 
His words and his looks will like truth fo appear, 

I (hall pardon the treafon, the traitor’s fo dear. 















The Sons of Urlantiy, 

By W H. Green.— Tune Anacreon in Heaven.** 

.WHEN Momus once fat in the prefence of Jove, 

A few fons of fricndflilp petition’d above; 

To the patron of mirth the requeft humbly came. 

And the merry old God foon admitted their claim; 

“ To thefe mortals below bear my fandlion,*’ he cried, 

“ Let the focial compadl ne’er difeord divide ; 

•* For frienlhip diftinguifh’d, for pleafantry fam’d, 

“ The Sons of Urbanity they fliall be nam’d.** 

To earth quickly flew this ccleftial decree. 

Where the Sons of Urbanity fat in full glee. 

Each member, his gratitude eager to prove, 

Tn a fentiment thank’d their old patron above. 

The charter thus fealed with the fignet of heaven, 

To this,favour’d few was benignantly given, 

For friendfliip diflinguifii'd, for pleafantry fam’d, 

The Sons of Urbanity thus we were nam’d. 

Thus honor’d, rcfpcdled, united anil free, 

May the fons of Urbanity ever agree; 

Revered in t^ieir friendftiips, belov’d by the fair, 

May each focial duty be ever their care; 

When met may the heart and the ear feel delight. 

And genume humour enliven each night; 

Thus diftinguilh’d for mirth, and true friendfliip their fame, 
May the Sons of Urbanity meric their name, 
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Neptune*5 Prophecy. 

Sung by Mr Denman. 

WHEN Neptue ovu: ifle from ihe deep had furvcy’d, 

Saw its bafe was a rock, an^ its clifts bright array’d, 
That owr oaks a»d our men had hearts fit for war, 

In ftrains thus prophetic he fpoke from his car ; 

“"Brave Albion to thee 
I give the wide fea, 

For thy bulwark, thy honour and glory, 

By thy feats on the main, 

Thou (halt ever maintain 
An Empire immortal in flory. 

»Galnft thy commerce, poffcflions, and freedom, divioc^ 
Thy foes will deep plot, and nations combine ; 

But thy tars, all heroic, ftrali baffle eadi aim, 

And fupport o’er the ocean thy country's juft claim. 

For Albion to thee. Sic* 

Batt’ring rafts, hulks, and Ihips, in hoftile array. 

Thy foes wit.h proud menace will often difplary; 

But while o’er the waves thy dread thunctrs fhaU roll. 
Thy rights and thy they (hall never controul. 

For Aibitm ta thee &c. 

This gift of great Neptune we facred will keep. 

And reign his vicegerents o’er all the wide deep; 

By freedom infpir’d and valour’s renown. 

Our realm we’tt defend, Constitutiem ■ ond Crowny 
Then Britons, fince we 
* Fhfd the rule of the Tea 
Our Bulwark, our honor, and glory; 

By our feats on the main, 

Let^us ever mahicaiii 
An empire immortal in ftory. 











Sung by Mr. Townsend, at Sadicr’a Wcllf 
Bold as when the foreft’s Lord, r ' 
Roufed by departing day, 

By force nor howling tcmpcfls aw’d, 

Forth iflues to the prey ; 

So goes the tar by glory call’d, 

By foe or fate fo unappall’d, 

The angry deep to try, 

To conquer or to die ! 

But as the Iamb in rural fliadc. 

On ftiore no thoughts his mind pervade, 

But what with peace agree, 

’Tis then his best delight to prove, 

The joys of friendlhip and of love, 

With fwcet humanity. 

7'Iien comes the feall of a jovial soul, 

To laugh and fing and drain the bowl, 

And drink with a gallant three times three, 
Britannia! Georgk! and Liberty !** 


WELL, fay, can you fancy me, Peg, 

As you fee me returned from the wan, 
’Tis true I have never a leg, 

And am decently coveted with fears; 
What then, I’ve the ufe of my fins, 

To get us a morftl through life. 

And tho’ popp’d upon two wooden pins. 
I’ll venture on you for a wife. 
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You knew ere I took to the fea, 

You call’d me a tight little lad, 

And tho’ I’m dock’d aft you fee, 

Here’s a heart that you cannot call bad; 
I’m fure it has ftill beat for you, 

Amid all the horrors of war, 

And I warrant you’ll find me true blue, 
With the heart of a right Britilh taf, 

Say then will you venture on me, 

To be your protcdlor through life; 

Kind, conftant, and loving I’ll be, 

As huiband can be to a wife; 

/1 my props, your land lubbers may fmilc, 
And of honcft Jack Junk make a fport, 
But in this I rcfemble our ifle, 

Which bbafis of a wooden fupport. 


• SONG. 

Sung by Mr. Fawcett, in the Mufical Farce, called 

« Out of Plage ; or, the Lake or Lauianne,” 

OH ! father had a jolly knack 
Of cooking up an almanack. 

He ccnild tell 
Very well. 

Of echpfes and wars. 

Of Venus and Mars, 

When plots were prevented, 

Penny polls were invented, 
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Of Rome’s dire reproaches, ^ 

And the firft hackney coaches, 

And he always forelaw 
ThereM be froft or be thaw, 

Much fun or much fleet. 

Much rain or much heat. 

On the fourth or the feventh, 

The fifth or the eleventh; 

The tenth or fifteenth, 

The twentieth or fixteenth, 

But, to guard againft laughter, 

He wifely did guefs, 

Therc’d be more or lefs. 

Day before or day after, 

‘ Oh! father had a jolly knack, &Ci 

He could tell, 

Very well, 

Of aches and of pains 
In the loins and the reins, 

In the hips and the toes. 

In the back and the nofe; 

Of a red-letter day, 

"When fchool boys might play; 

When tempefis would clatter. 

When earthquakes would (hatter, 

When comets would run, 

And the world be undone, 

But yet dill there was laughter^ 

For people would cry, 

Though he fays we’re to die, 

It may be to day, or day after. 

Light or dark, 

High water mark. 
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Signs the ikies in, 
Southing*—rifing, 
Verfe terrific, 
Hieroglyphic, 
Aftronomical, 

All fo comical. 

Oh ! father had a jolly knack 
Of cooking up an almanack: 



^he Beggar, 

Written and Sung by Mr. Dibden. 

WHY good people all, at. what do you pry, 

Is't the ftump of my arm or my leg, 

Or the place where I loft my good*looking eye, 

Or is it to fee me beg ? 

I.ord love you, hard fortune is nothing at all, 

And he*8 but a fool and a dunce, 

Who expeefts, when he’s running full but ’gainft a wall, 
Not to get a good rap on the fconce, 

If beg, borrow, or fteal, be the choice of mankind. 

Sure 1 cliufe the beft of the three; 

Befides, as times go, what a comfort to find, 

That in this world there's fome charity. 

For a foldier I lifted, to grow great in fame, 

And be ftiot at for eight-pence a day. 

Lord help the poor poultry wherever 1 came. 

For how could I live on my pay ? 

I went to the wars to fight the King’s foes. 

Where the bullets came whiftling by. 

Till they ihiver’d three ribs, broke the bridge of my nofc 
Queer’d my napper and knock’d out my eye! 


% 
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Well, what of al! this, Td my legs and my arms. 

And at Chelfea to lie up was free, 

Where my pipe I could fmoke, talk of battles and ftof ms. 
And bicfs his good Majefty’s charity. 


But thinking it fhameful to live at my cafe, 

Away while the frolic was warm, 

In fearch cf good fortune I fail’d the fait feas, 

And fo loft my leg and my arm. 

With two firings to my bow I now thought rnyfclf fure. 
But fuch is the fortune of war, i 

As a Jobfter at Greenwich they fhewM me the dcor, 
j At Chelfea they called me a Tar ; 

So falling to nothing^between thefe two ftoola, 

1, the whole world before me, was free 
To alk comfort from mifers and pity from.fools, 
jl^ And live off that air. man's charity. 


And what now of all this here patter at laft^ 

How many who hold their heads high, 

And in faftiion's fine whirligig fly round fo faft, 

Are but beggars as well as I. 

The courtier he begs for a finecurc ; 

For a fmile beg your amorous elves; 

Church-wardens hand the plate round and beg for the poor 
Juft to pamper and fatten tbemfeivcs. 

Thus we're beggars throughout the whole race of mankind 
As by daily experient^e we fee, 

And, as times go, what a comfort to find, 

That in this bad world there’s fume charity. 


foifosk 
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Heave a head ! pull away* 

EORN at fea and my cradle a frigate, 

The boatfwain he nurfed me true blue, 

I foon learnt to fight, drink, and jig it, 

And quiz cv’ry foul of the crew. 

So merrily pufh round the glafTes, 

And firike up the fiddles, huzza ! 

And foot it away with the laffes, 

Tol de rol, heave a head ! pull away! 

A tar, though his hopes fiiould be lopp’d off, 

His courage (hould ever hold fafi, 

So Tom Tough when the colours were popp’d off. 
His blue jacket nail’d to the maft. 

So merrily, «Scc. 


To love and to fight's a Tar’s duty. 

And cither delight to him bring, 

To live with his favourite beauty, 

Or die for his country and King. 

So merrily, &c. 


T^he Wigi the Hat, and the Cane. 

BY the fide of a murmuring ftream, 

As an elderly gentleman fat, 

On the top of his head was his wig, 

And a ’top of his wig was his hat. 
















Ttie wind it blew high and blew drong, 

As ibe elderly gentleman fat, 

And bore from his head in a trice, 

And plunged in the river his hat* 

The gentleman then took his cane, 

Which lay by his fide as he fat, 

And he drept in the river his wig. 

In attempting to get out his hat. 

His bread it grew cold with dcfpair, 

And full in his eye madnefsfat, 

So he flung in the river his cane, 

To fw'im with his wig and his hat. 

Cool reflexion at length came acrofs, 
While this elderly gentleman fat, 

So he thought lic w’ould follow the ftream, 
And look for his cane, wig, and hat. 

His head being thicker than common, 
O’erbalanced the reft of his fat. 

And in plump'd this fon of a woman. 

To follow his wig, cane, and hat. 


rhe Wife. 

Written, compofed, and fung by Mr. Dibdin. 

As a failor's all one as a piece of a fblp, 

So my wife is a piece of myfclf; 

We eat the fame bifcult, partake the fame flip, 
And wer’t worlds, flic ftiould keep all my pelf. 
D % 
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her wiihcs are mine, we have only one heart, 

One maxim, one pleafure, one farcy. 

Not oceans our love for a moment can part, 
for 1 always am prefent with Nancy. 

When leagues far and v.fidc, for my comfort and ufe. 

If ! want to examine my cheft. 

What deliglit to my heart does the rummage produce, 
When Tm rocked i»? my hammock to reft, 

The cordials and comfortti fo tidily placed, 

Haul her tight to ruy heart and my fancy, 

J the needles and houfe-wife her fingers have graced, 
Quell my foul’till 1 m nothing but Nancy. 


Then in cafe that in battle I wounded ffiould he, 

Here a rag, there ab andage appears, 

Ail maiked with her hair, and ’tia cafy to fee. 

That fhe waihed them, poor fool, with her tears. 
And fliould I get wounded in fight, maimed or blind. 
What a daintjf delight to my fancy. 

The miffortutse would make me, fwcet love,fht’8 fokind, 
hdore dear to the heart of my Nawey, 


All true Iioncfl tars have their doty at heart. 

Their country, and King they defend ; 

They fparc foes, they love honor, and never depart. 
From their poff, as a Briton and friend; 

But how, were their courage fo kept up by Jove, 
They'd indulge in the generous fancy ; 

"i hey’d fight like a lion, forgive like the dove, 

^ If, like me, they’d a wife fuch aa Nancy. 








T. 

ti. 


fee, 

hfrtnn, 

tiorblini!, 


SONG, 

Sung by Mr. Town send, at Sadlers VTeUs. 



IN fortune's face let who will fly, 

Niift, 

A tar muft always thank her, 


Not weigh a care nor heave a figh, 

R«pfO(!iict, 

But heave and weigh the anchorj 



Aloft or below, 

While the breeze* blow, , 

’Tisluff! belay! 

Yo ! ho! yo, yea 
Then he’ll drink his grog, 

Idke a jolly dog, 

And heave and weigh the anchor. 

For Britain ev'ry thing,hc1l dare, 

In Fame’s bed lift to rank her;. 

In every ftorm hi* deareft care, 

To bring her to an anchor. 

Aloft or below, &c 


Mark ^here Yonder Ojiers Wave, 

The Mwfic compofed by Mr. T. CooKSf 








Mayeft thou never, never, hnguini. 

By an hopelcfs paflion torn; 

Never, never know that anguifli. 
Which for thcc my foui hath borne! 

Soft, oh ! fofc—this heart is breaking ! 

Mark uhere yonder oficrs wave; 

To tlic wild their murmurs making, 
Give me there a peaceful grave, 
Mould’ring on earth’s filent pillow. 
Damp and chilly be my bed ; 

None to weep me but the willow, 
Rufiling doleful o’er my head. 


Tf’he Emperor of Gar rat, 

Sung by Mr, Tborps at the Royalty Theatre. 
Tune , —“The Pveman.*’ 

OH, with laughter I’m fure you will hurfl;, 

When I tell you a curious oration, 

Deliver’d by Harry the First 

On the day of his grand Coronation ; 

’JVIong odd fellows diftinguilhed he lies, 

D’ye mind, as the iirft of humguffins, 

,And tho’ he's but little in (ize, 

He’s a pretty large dealer in muffins. 

Ri tol lol, iSic. 

nis coronation was finiffied in ftilc, 

And they hail’d him the emp ror of Garrat, 

For which he returned an arch smile, 

Vnd began to harrangue like a parrot; 
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•Xvly good fubjedl*,* faid he, t^ith a grin, 

Of rry adlioDs I fcorn to be treating; 

I •vont fay -vhat I’ll do, now I’m in, 

Since the pudding’s proved beft in the eating. 

Ri tol lol, 8ccm 

A» the 'vorld no doubt you may think, 

I have thoughts of a grand contribution, 

But no prefents I’ll take, except drink, 

Gin’s good for my veak conftitution ; 

No Jhampain dam* me! that is French fulb, 

I hates that and their emperor too ; 

And tho’ he is with arrogance fiulh, 

Vas he here, ved make him foon rue. 

, Ri tol lol, &c. 

I’m glad that no guns have been fir’d, 

Your gentle huzzas make me prouder; 

Bcfides, in thefe times ’tis required 
To be mightily fparing of powder; 

Let it rather be ufed ’gainft the foe. 

Who feeks all our comforts to fever. 

And exclaim as you level the blow, 

** The king, Harry, and England for ever!*' 
Ri tol lol, &c. 

Since no fon I’ve got to fucceed, 

Vhyy ril get one juft like his own dad, 
And as for the reft of my breed, 

To promote them, you’d only be mad, 
Here he finiflied his curious oratio*;. 

To Dyot-ftrtet ftraight did repair, 

Where at night, firs, a grand ’luminction, 
This glorious event did declare. 
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*The Cnss of London, 

Surg by Mr. Johannot, at Astley’s Amphitheatre. 

I.IKE the lark in the morn, with early Tong, 

Comes the fweep, with his ‘ Sweep ! foot, oh !’ 

Next, the chcrry-chcek’d damfel, Ihe trips it along, 

• Any milk, pretty maids, below!’ 

‘ Any dull, any duft,’ goes-the tinkling bell, 

While (harp in each corner they look ; 

Next the Jew with his4)ag, * Any clothes to fell ?■ 

• Any hare-ikins, or rabbit-fkins, cook f* 

Let none defpife 

The merry, merry cries 

Of famous London town. 

Thus the various callings in harmony blend — 

• Come, here is your nice curds and whey! 

• The laft dying fpcech of—‘Old chairs to mend I* 

• Choice fruit, and a bill of the play !’ 

• Here’s three for a (hilling, new mackerel, oh !’ 

* Any phials or broken flint glafs ?’ 

- * Come, break me or make me, before I go;* 

* D’ye want any fine fparrow- grafs r’ 

—‘ Buy a bowl a bowl or platter—buy my wooden ware. 
Let none defpife, &c. 

‘ Any pen-knives, fciHars, or razors to grind?’ 

* Any work for the coopers to-day ? 

• Buy a bough-pot, fir, it will fuit your mind,’ 

* Oh, damn it! (land out of the way !’ 

• Any muffins or crumpets ?’ ring ia our car ; 












* Any ?*—Come, Neddy, {land, whoa !* 

• Any lobfters, or NewcaHle falmon, my dear ?* 

* D'ye want any lilly, lilly white fand, O ?* 

Sp»hn\~-* Rare wall nutt, thirteen a penny, rare eraciln^ 

walnuts'* 

l>et none defpife, &c. 

• Here’s lonjf and ftronp j^arters, two pence a pair*— 

• Buy a n»o»fc trap,rat-trap, or hair-broom; 

*Any pots to mend, or pans to repair ? 

* Great news juft arrived from Rome !’ 

• Round and found, two-pence a ponnd, ripe cherries!’ 

• Any taioes or new fprinjy fallad ?* 

• Here’s twcWe pence a gallon, poofcberries !* 

• Who’ll buy a new love ballad ?* 

Claunt .]—‘Who buys my ^ood matches ? come buy them of me 
They arc the bc^ matches you ever did fee: 

For lighting your candles, and kindling your fire. 

They are the beft matches that you can defire-’ 

Del none dcfpifei &c. 


The Pa%nor, 

Sung by Mr. Johannot, in the comic Pantomime, called 
“Take Warning; or, Harlequin in Scotland/* per¬ 
formed ;.t Astley’s Amphitheatre. 

A PAVIOR 1 am, and as hearty a blade 
As ever took pickaxe or fpadc in bis band; 

No debt* I contrail, and thus never am fad, 

But ftill have a trifle, d’ye mind, at command; 





so 

AnJ as many may flout at my calling, and fay, 

As how its a low occupation, 

I'll juft give a Iketch, where I’ll clearly difplay 
There’s more paviors than one in the nation. 

With my fal lal, &c. 

The courtier with flattery oft paves the way 
7'o fortune’s beft gifts, and obtains a great name 
Golds the Jlaue which the mifer in ferret doth lay, 

And /cars pa’oe the road of the (oldier to fame 
Then a lover with oaths paves, his way to the fair, 

Each ere, dy’e mind in his ftation, 

Wiiile the patriots long fpeeche* doth plainly declare 
i hat 1 e paves for the good cf the nation. 

With bis fal lal, &c. 

Then our failors, of freedom, firs, laid the firft fons^ 
Which our foes wpuld dig up, and vile flavery plant 
But our guns, d’ye mind, makes them let it alone. 
And, ramnicr-ii’Kc, fix It fo deep that they can’t. 

As for me, my whole aim is your favour to win. 

What argufies longer oration ; 

For, d’ye fee if my fong paves the way to a grin, 

I’m the happieft dog in nation. 

' ^ ^th my fol de rol, &c, 











Old Chairs to Mend* 

Written by Mr. C. Dibdin, jun. fung by Mr. TiiORf 
the Royalty-Theatre. 

SINCE mankind are but menders, 

If fame fays true, 

Like tinkers, in mending 
One fra(5lure, make two ; 

Of mending our neighbours, 

Like block-hcadcd elves, 

We talk, without thinking 
Of mending ourfelves; 

But I care not a rufh 

For mankind or their cares, 

So 1 get a good living 
By mending old clmirs. 

Old chairs to mend* 

A wife 1 have got, 

And we quarrel of courfe. 

But w hat if we do, 

Dont our betters do worfc ? 

And whenever we quarrel, 

Our paflionHo^rc, 

We do—what d’ye ? 

Make it up to be furc : 

But as pleafurc’s excefs 
Is the parent of pain. 

To make ourfelves happy, 

We quarrel again. 

Old chairs to mend 1 








r 


Says the DoiSlor ^o tne, 

‘Why wc*re both of a tra<ie. 

Since we both of us mend 
Conditutions decay'd :* 

•Ah !*fayi I, ‘ if I mend them 
No oftcner than you, 

Lord help the poor people! 

For what would they do? 

For you and the Sexton 
So manage your jokes, 

That you'll find in the parifh 
There’s more chairs than folks.* 

Old chairs to mend ! 


‘^0 NG. 

Sung by Mr. Digndm in the Melo Dramc of, 
•‘The Lady of the Rock.** 

YOUR old-falhioned waters of fam’d Hippocreen, 
Gave heroes the ague, and poets the fpleen ; 

And furely the blockhead that called hem divine, 
Had never quaffed off a bottle of wine. 

The cudom of Dodlors, a hypocrite tribe, 

Is vile wat’ry lotions and drafts to preferibe ; 

But when they drink water, their lives to prolong, 
They always take care that the water is drong. 

Since love in my bofom fird kindled defire 
















^mithfuld Courtjbip, 

A Parody on “ The Thorn.** 

FROR/T a Fafket of gin, my dear Nancy rcqucftedt 
A glafs, her fwcet fpirits to chccr, 

“ No, by heavens !” I exclaim’d, “ may Ipcrlfh, 

If ever I give fuch fad tralh to my dear/* 

“ No, by heavens! &c. 

hen ! (hewed her the ring, and implored her to marry 
She frown’d like a dark foggy saorn ; 

“No by heavens!” I exclaimed, “ may I perilh, 

For fuch a fad niggard, furc never was born.’* 

** No, by heavens f” Ac. 

1 preffed her dear fift, but fbe look’d like a fury, 

And fnatch’d it away full of fcorn, 

“No, by heavens!” (he exclaim’d, » I’ll ne’er marry, 
Unlefs that a dram I may have night and morn,” 

“ No, by heavens!” 


The FreJh-njoatcr Sailor, 

Sung by Mr. Johannot, in the grand fpcaaclc> called, 
“ The London Aitrentice.” 

WHEN firft my mader talked of fcas, 

Heigho, poor iimple Walter I 
I long’d to take a trip, dy'e fee. 

Little thought my mind would alter, 

Or that I should, in the dumps, 

Wi(h myfeif along with Numps ; 





Or while read the news, 

Drefling hair, or blacking fhoes. 
In the kitclicn, fiiug and cofef. 
Quizzing cookey’s nofc fo rofy, 
Sea-fick I, the liardy crew, 
Laugh’d as I ftill paler grew. 


Soon as I had feafoned got, 

Heigho, a pirate bluff, fir, 

Swore we all ftiould go to pot. 

But we proy’d of better fluff, Civ 
Made the boafler foon look blue, 
While the balls around us flew! 
Henry fought, and fo did I, 

Lion like we made them fly, 

Then a Princefs fair fet free; 

What d’ye think of him and me ? 
Vi«5lory forc’d the foe to own, 
Britons ever can ftrike home ! 


Hone but the brave deferve the fair 
Hclgho, fo love did plan, fir, 
Zclima fell to maftcr’s (hare. 

Fair Sabina to his man, fir, 

If a Princefs he has got. 

Her prime minifter’s my lot; 

Thus, in the high road to fame. 

I’ll in time exalt my name, 

Vlfit London, make a duft, 

While the cits with envy burfi. 
Then my wondrous travels tell. 
Sport my gig, and cut a fwcll. 
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Mrs, Runnington's Wig^ 

Writteni compofc^l, awd fung by Mr. Dibditj. 


MISTRESS Runnington wore a wig, 
Contrived to peep at a man, 

And every feature to twig, 

As commode as the fticks of a fan ; 

For the book of her labour and cares. 

Now drew pretty near the laft page; 
And this Tvig had a few grizzly hairs. 

That cfcap’d fi*om the avarice of age, 
Miftcr Doddington—-oh, a nice man, 

Rather old, and a little a prig, 

Fell in extacy, ftark daring mad, 

With fwcet Mrs. Running ton’s wig. 

Mr. Doddington too wore a wig. 

To hide his poor head fo crazy; 

’Twas neither too little or big, 

Nor fo much a wig as a jafey ; 

But he wheezed pretty much with a cough, 
And being long Gncc pad his prime, 

JJe look’d when the jafey w^as off, 

Exadlly the figure of Time. 

Mrs. Runnington fell in the fnarc. 

Thus laid by this amorous fprig ; 
Believing twas naturally hair, 

As did Mrs. Rurnington’s wig. 

E a 
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He kiffetl her, the bargain to ftrikc. 

For they both had agreed on the match, 
vVh-cn the wire-work of her Vandyke 
Caught the bttckle that faftened his fcratch. 

Tn vain they both ftruggled and grinned, 

^Twas ufelcfs to labour and pull, 

Their nappers as tightly were pinned, 

As a dog at the nofe of a bull, 

At length, both the fabricks crary, 

By a refolute effort, and big, 
r^own fell Mr. Doddington’s jafey. 

And poor Mrs Runnington's wig. 

Now as bald as my hand, or two c<x)te$, 

They flood pctiified at the difaftcr ; r 

But it foon flniflied all their difputes. 

And tied tbtir affedtion the fafler, 

Tach admiring the other's good fense, 

Made the beft of therr rriftna! ojifciirriRge ; 
And alledged tp their mueitai defence; 

Secrets nc*cr ihonJd he kept ho&)re iwvri*ge, 
Though they looked Kkc-two run crazy, 

While they laugh'd at the fro i.kfomc rb^', 

S},e reflorefl Mr. Doddington's jafey, 

And he Mrs. Runnington’s wi-g. ^ 














Laughing Song, 
Sung by Mr. Bighton. 


HITHER come each comic phiz. 


Dashing bucks and formal quiz. 


Ladies bring your smiling graces, 

1 

You shall laugh while 1 make faces, 

f 

Laughing features best I draw, 



Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha 

Folly ever felt the (baft 

Of him who while he aim’d it, laugh’d, 

Hogarth who detcOed crying, 

Bent hisbruih and (hot her flying. 

Such example be my law, 

Ha, ha, ha, &c. 

Thofc who love the harmlefs grin, 

May find it fairly “ fold within,’’ 

While your fmilcB, fubftantial treafure. 

Tickle me with grateful plcafure, 

Laughing thea bcccmca a law, 

Ha« ha, ha, &c. 


Comic Song, 

Sang by Mr. Sladjr, in the Pantomime of 
“Laugh and Lay Down,” 

NED Grogan, dear joy, waa the Ion of his mother. 
And as like her, it feems, as oac pea to another; 

But to find.out hia dad, he was put to the rout, 
many folks wifer have been, j^cy, no doubt, 












To thi* broth of a boy oft* bis mother woiiKI fay, 

•• When the mo^n (hiues. R’Y jewel, be Jmakin^ your hay; 
/vlvfays afk my advice when the bufioefs is done, 

For two hea^s, furc, you’ li own is better than one.’* 

S/ioien,]-^So Neddy taking it into his .pate to fetch a walk 
over to England, ftepped to alk the advioc of his fccond head ; 
l»ut, by St. Patrick, a drop of the crature bad made her fpeech- 
Jtfs, and fo being dead into tlie bargain, all that he could get 
nut of her wasi 

Phillilo, bodderoo, whack, graniachree. 


Nfd’s mother being waJk‘d,.to England he came, fir, 

Big with hopes of promotion, of honor, and fame, fir. 
Where a fuug birth he got, d y« mind me, by my foul, 

To be partner, dear joy, with a Knij^ht of the Pole : 

For Larry to teach him his art proving willing, 

Soon learnt him the change* to ring with a (hilling, 
that folks'when not fober, are cafily won: 

Which proves that two heads, joy, arc better than one. 

to be'fure and they didn't carry on a roaring 
trade, till Larry having the misfortune to take a drop too much 
ai the Old Baily, poor Grogan was once more left alone to fing 

■•Philiilu, bodderoo, &c. 

I.eft alone, furc Q’Grogafl fet up for himfcTf, 

Get a paruier and ’twket them got plcney of^pelf; 

And becaufe hc^was.pJeafcd with a batcheior’s life, 

Married KattyO Doody, who made him her wife. 

For feme time they pUyed, joy like kittens Fo friike.y^ * 

Till Katty, och hone, took to drinking of whilkey ; 









I 


our hi?; 


Solti his fich and awny with his paflnCf did run, 
proving ftill that two heads are much better than one. 

Sj)»ken \—“ Ocb, bad luck to her*!” cried Grogan ! “to be 


fure I took her for .better for worfe; htit (ince flic has proved 


all worfe and no better faith her lofs makes me fing 

Phillilu, bodderoo, dee ’*. 
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Sung by Mrs C. thcjuew nxuflcal picqe, called, 

Aq^oatic Prize,” written by Mr. C. Djb«in” 

IF I was to wed you, how blcft Ihould I be; ’ ^ 

Your qualifications now firft let me fee : 

If not quite three.fcorc yqu’rc not.vety (ar off, | 
And troubled, ugh ! ugh! with a terrible cough ; 





BeCdcs, you’ve the gout; and you'd moke a pretty b?^\x, 
Hobbling after, me thu» with the gout in your .tpe; 


tfrthanont, ** ^ you now, love me I pray you..uow,,jdjCarjly aa 

..yauclife, 

tidropiMB Muggins and Jenny, aud Mugginsuud J^nny, will/oon 

be man aad.wife.” 

Then as years would enofcaCe you'd get older no doubt, 

^ When what with the phthific, old Bge, and the gout; 

^.pel/' Why, guardee, for a huiband 1 think 1 Ihould have fooh, 

, Nothing more than a troublcfome, old flipper’d pantaloon ti* 

With fpe<5laclc8 on nofe, and a crutch^ftick in your hand, 

... Still after me yoiCdihobble, Jf your legs obey’d,command. 


ifriftsf, 

iHt/i 


X/ivc me, 
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• SONG 

Sung by Mr. Smith, in the fame 

Some fay that a bachelors life wont do, 

Others fay that it’s merry and mellow ; 

Some fay it is like an odd glove or a fhoc, 

Good for nothing—for want of a fellow : 

A hatchelor I, nor to wed r*ot afraid, 

If a partner for life 1 can gain, 

I’m warm in the pocket, a chandler by trade, 

Mathevv Muggins of Mincing.lane, 

1 think I had bcD advertife for a wife, 

As our general method in trade is; 

A gentleman wanting a partner in life, 

GWes this gentle hint to the ladies: 

I dont care how pretty (He is, if no (hrew. 

If good huntoar’d, dont mind, if ihe’s plain; 

If wearing the fmall cloaths (he’ll always leave to 
Mathew Muggins, of Mincing-lane. 

If nineteen to the dozen, when kind, her tongue goes, 
1 could liden all day to-her prattle ; 

If her clapper runs crofs, I need only fuppofe, 

’Tis the watchman a fpringing his rattle. 

She may drefa as Ike likes—only drefa'd let her go, 
JMaked Venufes don't fuit my vein ; 

Such, fuch is the wife for that neat little hcuO, 
Malhew Muggins of Mincing lane,?' 












r(W!glKp«, 

)ok, 

herp>, 

ilh 


S 0 N G. 

a Slad*b, iii tiic fjime* 

Tom TAfk was the ftipmate for duty, 

■ 'Till foitunr (he gave him a twitch ; 
For Tom fell in love with a beauty; 

He’d better have falTn in a ditch. 

With his fair he could getuo promotion, 
So Tom like a defperate dog, 

He drown’d all hij cares in the ocean— 
But then, twasthe ocean of Grog, 

True love when its flfghted will canter, 
So Tom, when the bo’fwa’n wa’nt by. 
Minded Icfaabout heaving the anchor. 
Than he did about heaving a figh, 
Thenddr ^hc Jaft unie.'to be jolly. 

He insited each foul in the Slip ; 

V/ith a (hot then ho finiibed his foUy— 
But ’twaa the (hot paulfoe the flip< 


In folly thus faftcr and fa her, • 

Tom went on io Jeawh ^of yclief; 

’Till one day a (hocking difaftcr, 

W’^ithout a jdkc^nifh’d his grieft 
In his fair one’s he«t he copn’t 
He'd hang hMnfclf often he 
So his neck in a fiouofe ft**, poor!— 
in plain one jjay he Kftf 
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SONG. 

Sung by Mr. Jobnstone, in the comic Opera called, “The 
Soldier's Return; or, What can BeautV do.*' 

Of all trades, my dear creature, a gardener’s the bell:, 

Och, he bothers your heart, and gives you no reft. 

Till he makes you both jolly and gay , •*> 

%Vith his raLing he ne’er can diOurb his wife’s head, 

Iho’ faith painted ladies are found in 

Who with fwcctncfs add joy to the day 
Then a gard ner fo rare 
Is the lad for .the fair 
With a rigdum, jigdum rake about ho! 

Dig a^ray, drive away, drive away care, 

A Oard’ncr’s the lad for the laffcs. 

No fad lolTes or crofles in trade he can r«^, 
for has nt he balsam atid balm in his view; 

Of his ricltcs I’ll give you a hint, 

If he hiifbanJs his "tbyfsie well, ql plumb he can railc. 

To be fure he can t manage the sioch if he plaise^ 

Nor draw as he likes on the mint 

Then a Gardner, &c. 


SONG. 

By Mr. JohnstonE. 

An Ifi(h lad’s a jolly boy. 

Full of frfdtc, mirth and fun. 
Wine and women ai! his joy, 

And from a fpc he’ll never run; 












Nay, whether he is rich or no?, 

He ne*er feels difcontent at all; 

For when he cafh In flore has got, 

Ne’er refts till he has fpent it all. 

Och, fo frifley. 

Fond of whilkey, 

Joy is never at an end; 

Love’s his boaft, 

And this his toail, 

A girl a bumper, and a fiicud 
Kow free from care’s an Irifli boy ! 

A foe to all formality, 

A focial life his only joy, 

His motto—Hofpitality. 

His monarch too he’ll dearly love. 

His mcafurcs, faith he 11 back 'cm all. 
And as to foes, he’ll quickly prove 
Hovf nately he can whack ’em all : 

He'll dance and fiiig 
OOD favc the KING! 

Succefs the noble crown attend. 

All cares deride, 

. No \vi(h befide 
A girl, a bumper, and a friend. 

In me you fee an IriHi lad, 

Content to pleafe, and willing, oh. 

Who laugl)s, when comfort’s to be had, 
And pays while he’s a (hilling, oh : 

Then take my hand, oh I Fannyj lore, 

And make no farther pother, oh; 

My heart is yonr’s — things clearly prove 




THERE yrith fun wc the (locking throw, 

Boys all dreft in their Sunday clothes; 

Girls trimm’d neatly from top to toe, 

Red looks the prieft at his comely nofc : 
Round goes the jorum at bedding-time, 

Whack ’gainft the floor goes each leather bi'ogiie, 
Bang go the bells in a merry chime, 

Smack go. the lips of each pretty rogue, 4 
Xiilt up the pipes, let the xhaunter found, 
Dearly we dott oil the merry note; 

Gig with the whifkey goes hriikly round, ' 
Drinking long life to the petticoat! 

Sweet are the fmilcs frohi the comely bride^ 

Men at her all their‘goggles throw; 

Bridegroom (lands by her lovely flde, »I 

A goofc jsaft nicked in the noddle tHio* ; 

Girls ch;hmi from their merry throats/ ’ ' / 

Boys for the whiikey are riper now, h i 

Toafling the Auls th^'\kear pettil;o)its,~ iivjdr 

All get as diimk as the piper’s fowi ' ;i; v * 

* . I Ai BiltJup tlfe p?pes‘AM 



S' 
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ANtW Bong,—The Emm Piper^^'--~-descripiton of his 
Life and his own Composition^ 

■Air,-—‘ Donald Brann.* 


1 

A ROAMING I e’er have been, 

And on my chauntet do depend ; 

To cheer the dull in winter green. 

ViDflw'j Cii: 

Expand their fouls and me befriend. 


Chorus. —The chaunfer then is my defire, 


It animates the cheerful ring ; 

t0(, 

Who won’t its mufic much admire, 

Ifiirfc! 

Which adds new life to thofe tha 

Be, 

To fprightly parties much inclin’d, 

ahcfbpL 

Indeed I raife their mirth and glee ; 

And they in feftive rooms reclin’d, 


With ardour great do welcome me. 

irfoynj, 

Chorus Ifc, 

lofe; 

Inflating then my pipes fo bright, 


I bid thcnl join in fymphony ; 

.licoii! 

Their hearts were fwclling with delight. 

bride, 

They quick unite in harmony, 

■, \ 

» 

Chorus, 

The ladies too my fuuos admire. 

d' 

And patronife your men of arts? 

Who can exprefs their fond defire. 

To cherilh lircly pleafing parts ? 


Chorus t5V. 


‘ F 
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When miific's fuft tlclightful no?.?g, 

Have raViOi’d'quito the’vfoclal bread; 
Tl'.ey vie in bounty to denote, 

The picafure on their mind Imprcfl. 

Chorusi 

When fplondid cafli I then receive, 

For which the greateft oft t:ontend; 

Who rightly can in thought conceive, 
feelings grateful to each friend ? 

Chorus l^c- 

Returning with golden feece^ 

Homeward I to my humble cell; 

^uch joy ne*er fpread thro’ ancient Greece 
When Jafon came his fate to tell. 

Chorus l^c. 

And then myl>Hs5rul life I fpend, 
Drowning care in Punch and Claret: 

O ! (hould my future days fo end ; 

Then, how happy Faddy Id arret ; 

Chor.us 


Tije Hungarian Gipsy's Song. 
FROM Freiburg's plain, from Buda’s towi's. 
From old Carpathia’s mountain dear, 

To bounteous halls and fruitful bow’rs, 

We charter’d libertines repair. 

There by Danube’s filent wave, 

Or ’mid the lhadcsof Szelitz's cave, 

Our ample feaft we (hare; 

‘While round the bowl in fearless glee, 

We fing of love and liberty. 


SET - 


N 


V 
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A»d oft the Vaivod*ft fur-claj dame. 
Soft f.niiin^ thro’ her azure veil. 

In whifpcrs tells fome cheri(h*d name, 
And fondly hears pur myQic talc ; 
While where the honied chefnut dweih, 
Or where the nielting melon fwells, 

In Sarnef.vara’s dale ; 

Wc fill tlie bowl with fearlcfs glee, 

And fing of love and libcrtyv 


Now tho’ in Alpine woods no more 
Our lawlefs revelry wc hide ; 

Tho* chafed from Elba’s envied fiiorc 
By Saxon wealth and Saxon pride ; 
StIM to this gem-franght mountain’s head-, 
Or to yon rivers, golden bed 
Our Weary feet wc guide ; 

Then round the bowl with fcarlcfs glcci 
B^ejoice in love and liberty. 


An original Air, ly a Casmenan Imltan^ 

WEIEN fhall we three meet again ? 

When fhall wc three meet again ? 

Oft fhall glowing hope expire, 

Oft fhall wearied love retire, 

Oft fhall death and forrew reign, 

Ere we three fhall meet agiilu f 
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Tho’ !h diftant lands we 
Parch’d beneath a hofllle Ik/, 

Tho’ the deep between u» roll?, 
Friendfhip fhall unite our foub, 
iJtili in fancy’s rich domain, 

Oft Hiall we three meet again. 

When around this youthful pine, 
Mofs fhall creep and ivy twine, 
When our burniihed jocks are grey, 
ThinnM by many a toil fpent day. 
May this long loved bovver remain 
Here may we three meet again. 

When the dreams of life arc fied, 
When its wafted lamp is dead. 
When in cold oblivion’s fliade 
Beatty, pow’r, and fame are lakf, 
Where immortal fpirits feign 
Then may we three meet again. 


Cathlien Nolan. 

From a'Tranflation of the ancient Irifh.* By W. M. 

WHEN o’er the craggy mDunt.dns fides 
^'he dewy cloud of evening glides, 

And fparkles in the funs Jaft beams; 

Whilft tripping e’er its fummit, feems 
I.ovely as thTs my Cathlien Nolan. 

* Vidc^ Wild JriJL ChL'^Voi. JI. p, x%. 








Sis— 
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liyr forcheid to tf.c dazzled fight 
Shines as the u^tlve pearl; as liright, 
fier fpiral locks as burnilhed gold ; 

Would to her charms my breaft were cold, 
And rd forget fweet Cathlitn Nolan ! 

When as the bounding doe, file trips 
'I’he green-wood o’er with airy fleps, 
Brufliing away the gUftening dew, 

O then how lovely to my view 

Seems my dear maid, my Cathlien Nolan! 
Loofe o’er her arm her mantle flics, 

To cut the branch of flame § (he hies, • 
Whilft in her hand the axe bright gleams; 

1 know not then which noblefl feems, 

The Saxon king f or Cathlien Nolaa^ 


ballad, 

SungbyMr. SLADER,in the new Dramatic Roxiance, called, 
“An Bratach ; or, Tue Flag.” a Caledonian Tale- 
A BOAT danced on Clyde’s bonny ftream, 
when the winds were rudely blowing, 

There fat what might the goddefs fccm 
Of waves beneath her. flowing; 

But, no, a mortal fair was file 
Surpafiing a* befide ; . 

And youth’s a* fpeer’d her choice to be;. : 

Sweet .Kitty o* the Clyde, _ , 

§ This is literally tranjlated\ in the language of prtfe it is fire-mood.' 
t The King of England is JliJl called hy the common Jrifb ‘ Riagh 
Sessanatb' Wild Irish Girl\ 








1 fdw the boatman fpread a fail, 

And while his daftrrefs noting', 

Theiioat, was upfct by a gale, 

I faw fwect Kitty floating 
I plunged into the filvcr wave, 

Wi’ Cupid for my guide, 

And thought my heart wecl lost to save 
Sweet Kitty o’ the Clyde. 

But Kitty’s aye a high born fair, 

A Jowly name I carry, 

Nor can vw‘ lordly 1 hancs oompare. 

Who woo the maid to marry; 

But fhe ne fcornfu* looks on me, 

And joy tivd^ yet betide, 

For hope dares flatter mine may be 
Sweet Kitty o’ the Clyde. 

I/umturous dacription of the Imtallalkn at Windior, 
Sung by Mr. Smith, at Sadler’s Wells- 

1 went down to gaze 
At the Windfor lights 
When they fpent three days 
All in making Knlghu 
For a bed d’ye eee. 

Five pounds they < 73 ?V—odd rot It! 

They’d not get that from me, 

Becaufc—I had’nt got it. ^ 

Tow dc row dc row, ^c. 















I wanted to get in, 

And mia amongft the great, 

So with a mighty din 
Thumpt at caftlc gatej 
Out comes one of rank, 

Axt me for my ticket, 

Says I, “ 'Twerc drawn a blank;’* 

So he fhuc the wicket. 

Singing, Tow de row, 5tc. 


Since nothing I could fee. 

Report is all I’ve for’e, 

Tho* it seemed to me 

Knight-making quecrifh fport— 

A fword the king draws fmack, 

Knights kneel down like martyrs. 

He gives them all a whack, 

And then ties up their garters. 

Then they lUike up Tow dc row, See. 


What follows, en my word. 

Is treatment rather coarfc— 

EvVy Knight gets fpurr’d, 

And collar'd like a horfe ! 

A title hinnrthey cal), 

Sir Richard or Sir Robin, 

Then tics ’em in a flail, 

Jufl as I tics OUT blind Dobbin. 

, Tow dc row, ^Cr 
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At eight o’clock at night 
They let us in to dine ; 

Each fcrambled for his right, 

I got a fine firloin ; 

In a battle brief, 

The prize was from me taken. 

So I loft my beef, 

And could’n’t fave my bacon. 

Tow dc row, &:c. 

King gave filvcr drums 

To Oxford Blues fo ftarch, 

When little Boncy comes, 

To play him the rogue’s march; 

But if he ftiould come 
Here, I'll bet a wager, 

“V^^e’!! make his head a drum— 

Lord ! how I’d like to be drum-major! 

With my Tow dc row, &c. 


Drinking Song, 

WITH an honeft old friend and a merry old fong, 
And a flaik of old port, let me fit the night long j 
And laugh at the malice of thofe who repine, 

That they muft fwig porter, while I can drink wine% 

I envy no mortal tko,ugh ever fo great, 

Kor fcorn I a wretch for his lowly eftate ; 

But what 1 abhor, and efteem as a curfc, 

Is poornefs of fpirit,. not poornefs of purfe. 
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Then dare to be generous, dauncicfs and gay-. 
Lets merrily pafs life’s remainder away; 

Upheld hy our friends, wc our foes maydcfpife; 
For the more wc arc envied the higher wc rife. 


fikiti.t 


i; 


i-oiajct 
de rot,! 




|[wiili« 


j 4 Child of a Tar, 

IN a little blue garment, all ragged’and torn. 

With fcarce any (hoes to his feet; 

IFis head quite uncover’d, a look all forlorn. 

And a cpld ftony (Icp for his feat; 

A boy chccrlefs fat, and as paffengers pafs’d, 

With a voice that might avarice bar, 

“ Have pity,” he cry’d, “ let your bounty be qaft 
To a poor little child of a tar. 

“ No mother have I, and no friend can I claim, 
Dcfcrtcd and checriefs I roam ; 

My father has fought for his country and fame, 

But alas! he may never come home. 

Z*inch’d by cold and by hunger, how haplefs my ^atef 
Diflrcfs mud all happincfs mar, 
l.ook down on my forrow, and pity the fate, 

Of a poor little child of a tar. 

**By cruelty driven from a neat little cot. 

Where once in contentment we dwelt; 

No friend to protedl us, my poor mother’s lot, 

Alas ! too fcvcrely Che felt. 

Bow’d down by misfortune, death made her his own, 
And fnatch’d her to regions afar; 

quite fricndlcfs (he left me to roam, 
v-J'he p«or little child of a tar. 






Thns plaintive he mourn’d, when a failor that pafs’J, 
Stopp’* a moment to give him relief; 

He ft retch’d forth his hand, and a look on him caff, 
A look full of wonder and grief, 

“ What, my William !” he cry’d, poor little boy! 

With wealth Vm return’d from the war. 

Thy forrow ftiall ceafe, ne’er fhall grief more a-nr.oyi, 
You, the poor little child of a tar. 


Hunting Duef. 

'tVhen the morn ftands on tip toe ’twixt meuntain and Iky, 
How fwett ’tis to follow the hound* in full cry; 

When the brigh/t fparkling dew dmps the meadows adorn, 
How ( weet ’ti* to follow the echobig horn, 

Tantara, &c. 

Yet greater the pleafurc, when love leads the way, 

A rympli to purfue that’s more bright than the day ; 

But (he joys arc divine, when puifuing we find, 

The nymph is o'ertaken, the fair one proves kind. 

‘ ' Tantara, Set. 


Masonic Song» 

KO fc<5f in the world can with Mafons compare, 

So ancient, fo noble the badge which they wear, 

That all other orders, however efteern’d, 

Inferior to Mafonry juhly are deemed. 

We always are free, 

And for ever agree; r 

Supporting each other, 

Brother helps brother, • 

Ko DiortaU on earth are fo happy as we, 











75 




When fir ft attic fire mortal’s glory became,' 


— * " ” ’ r . .. r ..--flame, 

f I fprcad o’er the world a frcfti torrent of light. 

^ V/c always ar< 

The greatcft of Monafchs, the wifcft of men, 
Free mafonry honour’d again and again ; 

And nobles have quitted all other delights, 





d'ho’ fomc may pretend wc’ve-no fecrets to know, 
Such idle opinions their ignorance Ihew; 


While others, with raptures, cry out they’re reveal’d 
In Frec-mafons bofoms they ftill be conceal d. 


We always arc free, &c* 


dajl Coxcomical ped^unts may fay what they can, 


Abufe us, ill ufe us, and laugh at our plan; 
j, We’ll temper our mortar, enliven our fouls, 

jn(jrj,fe And join in a chorus o’er full flowing bowls. 


W.C always arc free, 


Paddy*s Courijhip, 


Through Dublin as once I w’as trudging away," ' “ • / 

About fix o’clock in the middle of day, ' • 

I met with Mifs Blarney, whofc eyes flrinc fo bright, ' « 
That I icU deep in love at the very firft fight, - A 

Derry down, &c. 
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Och!’ fays I to tnyfelf, * I*m funk info the fkin, 

I can never get out fo Til plunge further in ; 

Then I followed her home, and faid, ‘ Pray, Madam, give 
Me the freedom to ax whereabouts you may live ?’ 

Berry down, &c. 

Says flic, * Sir, pray what Is your hufincfs with me, 

That you take the liberty thus to make free, 

For to ax at my door where I live, is the fame 
As to fay, * Mr. Dennis, pray what it your name ? 

Derry down, &c. 

Though bother’d and vext, with my doubts and my fears, 
Pm in love with your face, fays !, ‘ up to the cars; 

My name at your fcrvicc, is Patrick O’Shelf, 

And likewife, not only my name, but xnyfelf. 

Derry down, 

Having told her my meaning, in words pretty plain, 

I begged flic w'ould cafe me of loves plcafing pain I 
She faid flic’d confidcr and fent me away, 

Saying, ‘ Night’s coming on, fo I'll bid you good day. 

Derry down, &c; 

For two days and three nights I did nothing but fret, 

In vain did I labour, no reft could I get. 

For the whole of the time that I lay quite awake! 

Not one Angle nap, bj my foul did I take ! 

Derry down, &c. 

Now finding myfclf ui this tragical flate, 

My comfort, thinks I, cannot be very great, 
at my charmer to meet, I put on my beft cloathf. 

And though rather backward, ftxaight forward I goes, 

Derry down, &c. 













To be fare, then, I dlJn*t ftand lUIl like a dunce. 

But told her the fire of my flame all at once : 

‘Love is/ fays I, ‘ Madam, fays I, Madam, love! 

Is a gift fent below from the powers above !* 

Derry down, 5cc. 

Before you bewitched me I flept like a pofl, 

But now I don’t get above three winks at mod; 

And unicfs you confent to become man and wife, 

I fhall die, if you do not rcflore me to life.* 

Derry down, dec. 


Och, if that is the cafe my dear hon«y,* fays flic, 

If you’re apt to be fleepy you wont do for me ; 

For I want a young fellow, brifk jolly and tight ; 

But if you arc fo fleepy, I’ll bid you good night. 

Derry down, dec. 

I flood for fomc time, flaring like a ftuck pig. 

And what-to fay next, rather bother’d my gig; 

When at if rccollcdling foauc bufmefs forgot, 

She fet off like a bow from an arrow that’s (hot. 

Derry down, dec. 

With the ufc of my fpecch I recover’d my voice. 

Says I, * My dear jewel, pray take your own choice; 

For the future 111 ferve one my love will not flight, 
That’s my King and my country l;\’ith joy and delight. 

♦ Derry down, dec. 




Paddy^s Prip to London. 

WHEN T took my departure from Dublin's fweet town, 
And for England’s own fclf through the feas 1 did plow, 
For feven long days f was tofs’d up and down, 

I-ike 3 quid of chew’d hay In the throat of a cow; 

While afraid off the deck in the ocean to fllp» Sir, 

I clung like a cat, a fall hold for to keep, Sir, 

Round about the big poll that grows out of the fhip Sir, 
Och ! I never more thought to fing Langolee. 

Thus {landing flock {lill all the while I was moving. 

Till Ireland’s fweet coaft 1 faw clean out of fight; 

Myfelf, the next day —a true Iriftiman proving, 

Y/hen leaving the fhip, on fliore for to light. 

As the board they put out was too narrow to quarter, 

The firfl ftep I took I vras in fuch a totter, 

That 1 jump’d updn land, to my neck up in water ; 

Faith that was no time to fing Langolee. , 

But fare cold and hunger I never yet knew more, 

For my (lomach and bowels did grumble and growl, 

So I thought the befl: way to get each in good humour, 
Was to take out the wrinkles of both, by my foul; 
Thet\ I went to a houfe where roaft meat they provide Sir, 
With a whirligig, which up the chimney I fpy'd Sir, 
Which grinds all their fmoke into powder beliiie, Sir, 

’Tis true as I’m now fiuglng I.angokc. 










Next I went to the landlord of all the ftage coaches, 

That fet fail for London each night in the week, 

To whom I obnoxloufly made my approaches, 

As a birth aboard one 1 v^as come for to ftek ; 

But as for the inlidc, 1 d no calh in my caficet, 

So fays I, “ With your leave, may I make bold to alk it, 
When the coach is gene off, pray what time goes the bafk 
for there 1 can lidc andfing Langolec. 


Then ferewiag his mouth up, ‘The ha^ket, fays he, Sir, 
Goes after the coach a full hour or two,’ 

Very well, Sir, fays I that’s the thing juft for me, Sir 
But the devil a word iliat he told me was true, 

For, though one went befoie and the other behind, Sir, 
They fet off, cheek by-jowl, at the very fame tinte, Sir, 
So that.day at night wc fet out by moon fttine, Sir, 

All alone, by my fclf, ftnging Langolec. 

O, long life to the moon, for a brave noble creature, 

That ferves us with lamp light each night in the dark, 
While the fun only fhiiics in the day, which, by nature, 
Wants no light at all, as you all may remark ; 

But as for the moon—by my foul. Til be bound, Sir, 

It w'ould fave the whole nation a great many ju>unds, Sir, 
To fuberibe for to light her up ali the year rcund, Sir, 
Or, I’ll never more fti-'g about Langolee. 

G a 






JLvve‘y Kan 



Sweet IS the fljlp, that under fail, 

Spreads her wide b»fom to the gale; 

Sweet, oh ! fweet's the flowing can ; 

Sweet to polfe (he lab'ring oar, 

1 hat tugi us to our native (bore. 

When the boatfwairi pipes the barge to man : 
Sweet failing with a fav ring breeze; 

L>it how much fwcetcr than all thefe 
Is Jack’s delight, in his lovely Nan. 

The needle faithful to the north, 

To fljovr of conftancy the worth 
. A curious IcITon teaches man; 

The needle time may ruft—a fquall 
CapCzc the binnacle and all, 

Let feaman&ip do til it can ; 

My love in worth fliall higher rife; 

Nor time Ihall ruft, nor fqualls capftzc, 

My faith and truth to lovely Nan. 

V/hen in the bilboes 1 was penn’d, 

For ferving of a worthlcfs friend, 

And every creature from mt ran; 

No fhip performing quarantine, 

Was ever fo deferted feen; 

None hail'd me—woman child or man; 

But thongh falfc fricndfliip's fails were fufr<J, 
Though cut adrift by ail the world, 

I d ail the world in lovely Nan. 



















1 tove my duty, love my friend, 

Love truth and merit to defend, 

To mourn their lofs who hazard ran; 
1 love to take an honeft part, 

Love beauty and a fpotlefs heart. 

By manners love to (hew the man; 

To fail through life with honor’s breeze; 
*rwasall along of loving ihcfe, 

Firft made me dote on lovely Nan. 


Majonic Song. 

When firft a Mafon I was ntade, 

What terrors then did me invade, 

Oh! how 1 was alarmed! 

But when the folcmn fcenc was o’er, 
My fears and terrors were no more, 

I found myfcif utiharni’d, 

Fcr fince a brother I’m become, 

A member of the foiiai room, 

The feene is alter’d quite; 

With plcafure now my hours pafs; 

With brethren free, and temperate glafs, 
1 fpend the cheerful night. 

My grateful thanks I now return. 

And will with emulation burn, 

Such favours to deferve ; 

From Mafepis’ ancient myltic irites, ’ 
Which truth with friendfhip e'er utikes, 
from fuch I’ll never fw'crre. 

G 
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Ilaii Mafonry ! thou glorious art! 
Which to thy votaries doft impart, 
Truth, honour, juftice, love. 

Thy facrcd name rerer'd fliall (land, 
In foreign climes, in diftant land, 
Which Hander fhall not move. 


ST/’^ Happy Cottager, 

Kigh to old Avon's gentle Hrcam, 

A little cottage Hands \ 

The owner boafls no fordid wealth, 
Or patrimonial lands ; 

Devoid of wild ambitious rage. 

He envies not the great; 

And foars above the mad caprice, 

Of thofe who rule the Hate. 

In focial life, by fricndlhip bicft. 

His days in pleafurc flow ; 

And mild content is all her charms. 
Sits fmiling on her brow ; 

’Tis his the joy of wedded love 
In innocence to (hare ; 

To prove a faithful hulbands worth. 
And tender father’s care. 

Fairfcicnce marks him for her friend; 
And arts their patron own ; 

And taftc and judgment both attend 
To lead him to her thr^jne* 


















But yet with diffidence he tries, 

His merit to conceal, 

And hides thofe talents from the world. 
Which friendlhip woul \ reveal. 

Blefl in his converfc may I learn, 

His virtues to attain ; 

Nor may his counfeU and advice. 

Be ever fpent in vain. 



Life let us Cherijh* 

LIFE let us cheriffi, while yet the taper glow% 
And the frefli floweret pluck ere it clofe. 

Why are we fond of toil and care. 

Why chofe the rankling thorn to wear, 
And heedless by the lily ftray, 

W’^hich bloflbms in our way ? 

Life let us cherilh, &c.' 

When clouds obfeure the atmofpherc. 
And forked lightnings rend the air^ 

The fun refumes his filver creft. 

And fmiles adorn adorn the weft. 

^ ' Life let U8 chcrifli, &c. 
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The genial fcafons foon are o'er, 

Then let us ere wc quit this Ihore, 
Contentment feek, it is life’s zeft, 

The fun ftiine of the breaft. 

Life let us cherifli, &.c. 

Away with every toil and care, 

And ceafe the rankling thorn to wear, 

With manful hearts life’s conflidl meet, 

Till death founds the retreat, 

Idfe let us cheriili. 


0 Liften io the Vmce of Love. 

O liften to the voice of love, 

He calls my Daphne to the grove ; 

The primrofe fweet bedecks the field, 

The tuneful birds invite to rove ; 

To fofter joys let fpicndor yield ; 

O liften to the voice of love. 

Where flow’rs their fragrant fweets exhale, 
My Daphne ! fondly let us ftray, 

Where whifpering love breaths forth his talc 
And fhepherds fing their artlefs lay. 

T hen liften, &c. 

Come ftiare with me the fweets of fpring, 
And leave the town’s tumultuous noife. 

The happy fwains all cheerful fing, 

And echo ftill repeats their joys. 

Then liften, 











Calm the winds—the diftant ocean, 
Where our (hips in triumph ridc^ 
Seem to own no other motion, 

But the ebb and flow of tide, 

High perch’d upon his fav’ritc fpray. 
The thrufh attention hath befpoke; 
The ploughman plodding on Ins way, 

To liften (lops the flurdy yoke 

But fee the long tongu’d pack in view, 
The peopl'd hills the cry refound ; 
The fportfmen joining chorus too, 

And rapt’rous peals of joy go round. 
Soon, foon again, the feenc fo gay, 

In diflant murmurs dies away ; 
Again from lazy echo’s cell-, 

No found is heard of mirth or woe. 
Save but the crazy tinkling bell, 

The fliepherd hangs upon the cwc. 



The Prophets X 


In the tenth book of Job, which I now mean to quote, 

At tl^t^ird and fourth verfes, you’ll find it thus wrote; 
OldvM^ei^pvitcd fome prophets to dine, 

And drihk:^ few bottles of goofeberry wine. 

Derry down, down, down, derry down 
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7 hen Mefes was plac'd in the chair in a trice, 

And Aaron, his crony, deputed his vUe ; 

When the glafs moving quick, and the wine being ftrong, 
Mofes declar’d they Ihould both ling a fong. 

They all look’d alkcw, which friend Mofes foon faw, 

But what Mofes faid, why you know, Sir, was law, 

So he frankly declared, that ihould any decline, 

He would fine each defaulter a bumper of wine, 

Then Aaron fung firft, as vue prcfident (hou'd, 

And Hated the law as at that time it hood. 

When the thumb hick he handled, and faid, with a nod, 
'J’hey wou’d foon fee their prcfident drunk as a hog. 

7 hen Elijah, £li{l}a, and old E^ekiah, 

JBegg’d leave to tell Mofes it was their dcfire, 

Since each man muh ling, to obey his decree, 

That with his permiffion, they'd give him a glee. 

How' mcrily we live that prophets be, 

Round the world we roam with pious glee. 

Foretelling great events to a certainty .—ad libitum. 

liittle David it feetns was the next of their choice, 

For they very well knew' he’d an excellent voice; 

But he vow’d he cou’dn’t fing—they fworc it was a thumper, 
And poor little Davy was fined in a bumper, 

Then Solomon rofe, refplendent in glory, 

^nd faid he had much rather tell them a ftory ; 

But the cry againft that w'as a great deal too Arong, 

For they would have nothing but ‘ Solofnon’s fong.' 







Solomon"s song. —I’ve kifletl and I’ve prattled with fifty fair maids, 
And changed them as oft do you fee ? 

But of all the fairdamfeU that danc’d on the green, 

Dear Sheba’s the queen for me, &c. 

Kear-Admiral Noah, whom much has been faid of, 

And his jaunt on the water which we all have read of 
Not liking thin goofeberry, call’d for a dram, 

And then gave ’em the fong which he fung to young Ham. 

Noah's And bearing up to gain the port, 

Some well known objedl had in view 
An Abbey, tower, or harbour fort, 

Which e’er the flood old Noah knew; 

While oft’ the lead the fcaman flung, 

And to the watchful pilot fung, 

By the mark feven. 

Then Ezekiel rofe next, Sir, a very great fmoker, 

But in lighting his pipe, burnt his nofc with the poker; 

Being (kilful in music, aud proud of his voice, 

With exquifite fancy this fung was his choice : 

EzekieVs Song. —Of the ancients it’s fpeaking, my foul you’d be 
after. 

That they never got how come you fo, 

Wou’d you ferioufly make the good folks die with laughter, 

To be fure the dogs tricks we dont know, 

With your fmallilugh nonfenfe, and all your queer bodderns, 
Since whifkey’s a liquor divine : 

To be fure the old Ancients, as well as the Moderns, 

Did not love a fly fup of good wine. 



Next Habakuk rofc, for they took in courfci 
But Habakuk’s cold had made Habakuk hoarfe ; 

He declar’d he could’nt fing any more than the moon, 
But if Mofes pleafed he would whiftle a tune, 

* Ltllabulhro * 

Jeremiah rofc next, Sir, at Mofes’ defire, 

Whom wit. Sir, nor wine cou’d ever infpire; 

And in ftrains which would fuit the commemoration. 
He fung them a verfc of hig own lamentation. 

Then rofc up little Jonah, who looked like a jelly. 

For he was juft come, Sir, out of the whale’s belly, 

For three days and three nights he was left to defpair, 
So he fang unto Mofes >vhtt he fuffered there 

Jafuth's Sm^- —Ccafc, rude Boreas, blufterlng railcr,. 
Lift ye landfmcn all to me; 

Mefmates hear a brother failor, 

Sing the dangers of the fea. 

In the horrid belly pent. Sir, 

Think on what I fuffer’d there ; 

Forc’d to keep a difmal lent, Sir, 

And to breathe infcdlious air; 

Nought but fifli to feed upon, Sir, 

And compcU’d to cat it raw; 

For my hopes were almoft gone, Sir, - 
Ere I left the monftcr’s jaw. 
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Then Satnpfon rofc next, once in prowef* fo big 
ttocB, But at that time friend Sampfon had juft got his wig; 

He related the ta!e of his dire miihap. 

How his wife ^aved his head, as hcllcpt in her lap. 

Sampsons /s/r^—Oh dear, what can the matter be ? 

;; Oh dear what can the matter he ? 

ffiotitia, Sampfon has loft all his hair, 

Oh that I e’er (hould have taken fo found a nap, 

Oh that I e’er ftiould have taken it in her lap, 

Oh that I had but tied on my red night cap. 

Then Sampfon had ne'er loft his hair. 

Oh dear what can the matter be ? 

Mercy on me what can the matter be? &.c. 

{ - ad lUitum* 

g rjiltr, They next call’d on Job. as a fong was his forte. 

And they begg’d, as ’twas late that the fong might be (hort 
So he fung Chevy Chafe, to a difmal pfalm tune, 

Which the prophets all thought would, have lafted till neon. 

Now Mofes, it feems, Sir, who good hours kept 
Whilft they fat a finging, why he sat and llept ; 

But wak’d by the noife. Sir, of calling 

He bid them get home, for they fliould drink no more. 

Well-bred Aaron it feems, Sir, at this took offence. 

And fworc want of good manners Ihew’d want of fenfe; 
This caus’d a difputc, fomc rcfle(5lions were caft. 

But for decency’s fake, we’ll not mention what paft. 

H 



go 


^ OldToixhr. 

OSrigiit chanticleer proclaims the dawn. 

And fpanglcs deck the thorn, 

The lowing herds now quit the lawn, 

The lark fpringsfrom the corn; 

Bogs, huntfmen round the window throBg^ 
Fleet Towlcr leads the cry, 

A rife the burtlicn of my Tong, 

'1 his day a Hag mull die- 

With a hey, ho, chevy. 

Hark forward, hark forward, taiitivyj 
Hark, hark, tantivy,^ 

This day a flag rmifl die. 

The cordial takes its merry round, 

The laugh and joke prtvail. 

The huntfman blows a jovial found. 

The dogs fnuif up the gale; 

The upland winds they fweep along, 

O’er fields, thro* brakes they fly, 

The game is rous’d too true the long. 

This day a flag muH die. 

With a hey, ho, & 

Poor flag, the dogs thy hannehes gore. 

The tears run down thy face. 

The hontfman’s pleafurc is no more^ 

His joys were iu the chafe; 
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Alike the generous fportiman burns* 

To win the blooming fair, 

BuJt yet he honours each by turns. 

They each become hiscaic, 

With a hey, ho &c. 

A Hu?.ttng So'-g: 

YE Sportfmen draw near, and ye Sporifwomen too,. 

Who delight in the joys of the field ; 

Mankind, though they blame, are all eager as you. 

And no one the contefi will yield. 

His lordlhip, bis worfhip, his honor, his grace, 

A hunting continually go ; 

All ranks and degrees are engaged In ihe chacc, 

With hark forward, huzza, tally hoi 

The lawyer will rife with the firft of the morn. 

To hunt for a mortgage or deed ;» 

The hufband gets up at the found.of the horn. 

And rides to the common full fpecd; 

The patriot is thrown in purfuit of his game. 

The poet too often lies. low. 

Who, mounted on Pegafus, flics after fame, 

'With hark forward, huzxa, tally ho ! / 

While fcarlefs o’er hills and o'er woodlands we fwfcp, 
Though prudes on cur pjftime may frown, 

How oft do they decency's bounds overleap. 

And the fcricts of virtue break down ! 

H 7, 





TiluspubHc, or private, for ptnf^on, for pUce, 
for aniufcment, for paffion, for (how, 

^11 rank and and degrees arc engaged in the chacc, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho ! 

SONG, 

the garden of lotc, like the garden of Flora, 

'I here are fiow’rett of all hue* to admire and adore«a : 
Ai the rofe hears the fway in the garden of Flora, 
fa the garden of love, the fi'-ft flow’rct is No&a. 


-df/ i;s the I^ark, 

AS blithe ai the lark at Auror.i*s firft dawn,'} 

I VC carrol'd love fonnets all day; 

And when evening approaches I meet the fwcet maid, 
X)car Laura 5 the pride of my lay, ^ 

’Tib love that enriches the cottager’s hut, 

I’m a prince in the fi^ics of my fair ; 

Her beauty, her wit, and her modedy pleafe, 

And Laura’s my only care. 

As blithe as the laik, &c. 


Fath.r 0^Dominic, 

BEFORE i came from Connaught, O’Domicic they chriften’d 
me; 

The ladies cried out he's a nice little rogue; 

My father died, and nothing left, then not a crate Jiflcn d me, 
And that was a little too much of the brogue 
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I frie^2<38 abroad they fcnt me, a convent fo explore, 

! From Monk* and jolly Friar* the bell away I bore, 

Yet had it been a nunnery, I fliould have liked it more, 
f But that would have been a little too much, &c. 

The Spaniih Dons they all made up a jealous rcfoluiion, 

^ With me they fufptdlcd each fvveet little rogue; 

They fwore no Connaught man Ihould give their ladies aLfo- 
^ lution; 

That being a little too much on the brogue ; 

The Irifli O amazed them fo, each father, hufband, brother^ 
That tho’ I could’nt lofe the O, at laft to flop their pother, 
i took it off from one end, and clapt it on the other? 

O then to be fure how they fwallowcd the brogue! 

/ 

Lov£ and CIcry, 


biliih 


)rdrilco'i 



Young Henry was as brave a youtJi, 

As ever graced a martial ftory ; 

And Jane was fair as lovely truth. 

She figh’d for love and he for glory, 

Willi her his faith he meant to plight. 

And told her many a gallant ftory, j 

Till war, their honeft joys todilight, 

Call’d him away from love to glory. 

Brave Henry met the foe with, pride, 

Jane follow’d; fought! ah, haplefs flory!. 

In man's attire, by Henry’s fide, 

She died for love, and he for glory. 

W 3 
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SONG. 

(By Shakcfpcare ) 

Take, oh take, thofc lips away, 

IJps that arc fo fwcct forfworn, 
And thofc eyes, that break of day, 
Idghts that do miflead the morn; 
Give me my kifs back again. 

Seals of love though fcal’d ii> vain. 

Hide, oh, hide thofc lips of fnow, 
Which thy frozen bofom bears. 
On whofe tops the pinks that grow 
Are of thofc that April wears: 
But my poor heart firft fet free. 
Bound lirft ifl icy chains by thee. 


The Dying Infant. 

Laft night I fat me down and cried. 
My heart at fad as may be, 
lor then with hunger almofi died, 
My little darling baby. 

Ah I how a mother’s heart is griev'd 
To fee her infant dying; 

A (avage, who her pangs perceiv’d 
Could fcarce refrain from crying. 
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Jach and his charming Faring^ 

Sung by Mr. Dignum. 

The eldcft born of lovely fpring^, 

Primrofes gay were blowing, 

The feather’d choir their mattina fing. 

And Giver ftreams were flowing; 

When trowfer'd Jack fprang on the beach,^ 

Alert and (pruce as any, 

And eager flew the cot to reach, 

Where dw'elt hifr charming flanny. 

Twelve tedious moons he’d counted o’en, 

Now lively, now down hearted. 

Since from his much lov’d native ihore, 

And much-lov’d girl he’d parted; 

Had felt the dire Sirocco blow, 

Seen ftormatnd battles many. 

Brav’d death, who lays the hero low, 

But fpar’d him for his Fanny. 

He twirled the pin—* Who’s there ?* fhc cry’d,. 
In accents mildly winning; 

By inflindl threw h^cr veil afide, 

And lef^o chance her fpinning t 
, *■ ’Tis I :* h'er'lover’s voice flic knew, 

*Twas fwcetcr far than any; 

Like lightning to her arms he flew, 

And clafp’d his charming Fanny. 



Tiue I,ove*ft perplex’d vvith hopes and fears, 
Oft ruffled like the ocean ; 

Bwt, ah ! its joys exceed its cares, 

And tranfitnt the commotion : 

Pale abftnce proves of love the te^, 

And falfe it renders many ; 

But time ne’er told which loved the bed,. 
Bold Jack or his charming Fanny. 


nvinkle^ ankle, T'lvjnL 

When gallant knights and ladies talk 
Attend to grace our caflle ball, 

They (lately rife and finfc, 

Until your hearts enlivens all. 

With twinkle twarikic, twink. 

Then we in humble fervants’ hall, 
Altho* we have no grace at all, 

To rife or yet to (ink, 

Can dance the armour from the wall, 
With twinkle, twankle, twink. 
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The bed caTimanco's your hair, 

Your Ikin is the lining fo fair, 

My awl to your eyes 1 compare, 

That wounded the heart of poor Clumps 

Your teeth, which like ivory (hew. 

Are the pegs, in a white cren row, 
Which I drive—while at every blow 
My heart in my bofom goes thump. 

Each ob}e»ft of you bears a part— 

Your wit that’s fo piercing andfmart. 

Is my knife—but my lapflone yaur heart. 
Which wii* ne’er let you pity poof Clump. 


W’hen peace (hall rcvifit your plains, 

And her tranquil enjoyments return; 
Young love will attend on her train, 

And our nymphs his gay temple adorn. 








*Ths Death of Netjon, 


ON the twenty firft of Odober we find, 

When France and her colkaguca their fquaJrons cotribhi’d 
To humble Biitannia, whofe glory and pride, 

Is Queen of the ocean triumphant to ride, 

Brave NELSON their efforts deftroyM, as before, 

And gave to Britannia one vidloiy OiOre» 


Twenty fail of the line from the enemy’s fleet, 

V/hofe eommandcrahad laid all their fwords at his feet,. 
Save one which the fire of his thunder delVroy’d 
He from thirty-three took, with nineteen oii his fide,. 
And beat two to one, as he’d oft done before, 

'J o give to Britannia one vidory more, 

On the deck, on that glorious Jay, as he flood,. 
Beholding the feats of the brave Colling wood, ^ 

His next in command, an unfortunate ball 
Depriv’d him of life, but no glory at all : 

1 ho’ left a w hole nation his lofs to deplore, 

He gave to Britannia one victory more. 

On the main ftill triumphant her navy ride,. 

And the threats of invaders in fcorn fhall deride, 

I'he names of her hero (hull ever infpire, 

The Tons of the ocean his fame to acquire, 

Who left grateful Britons his It^s to deplore, 

As he gave to Britannia one vidory more. 


1 











99 


*The Bird. 

THE bird that hears her neftlings erf. 
And flies abroad for food, 

Returns impatient through the Ikf, 

To nurfe her callow brood. 

The tender mother knows np joy, 

But bodes a thoufand harms, 

An \ fickens for the darling boy, 
While abfent from her arms. 

Such fondnefs with impatience joined, 
My faithful bofom fires ; 

Now forced to leave my fair behind, 

'1 he queen of my defires. 

The powers of verfe too languid prove, 
All fimilies are vain; 

To (hew how ardently I love, 

Or to relieve my pain. 

The faint with fervent zeal infpired. 
For Heaven and joys divine; 

The faint is not with raptures fir’d. 
More pure, more warm than mine. 

1 take what liberty I dare, 

*Twere impious to fay more. 

Convey my longings to my fair, i i 
The Goddefs I adore. '' j- 










ICO 


ji n Original Song* 

By the late Henry Brooke, Efq. on feeing a country Girl blufli 
as /he accidentally caft her eye on a Looking-Glai^ 

Tune—* Paft one o’clock.* 

HOW mild is this ruby pale chaftity flulhes 
And tin(Slure with crimfon her form of light, 

For unconfeious of guilt at her beauty fbe blulhcs, 

And wraps each proportion, aod charm from fight. 

All hulhed as the rock’d infants, all fweet as the folding rofc, 
Her lips with relu<5lance the balm of her breath difclofe, 

Her eyes look abaih'd at their brightnefs, yet ftill (he (hews 
Brighter by veiling whatever is bright. 


The Rofe. 

By the late Wm. Cooper, Efq. author of« Tub Task.*' 

THE rofc had been wafli’d, juft walh’d in a fhower 
Which Mary to Anna conveyed; 

The plentiful moiftare encumbered the flower, 

And weigh’d down its beautiful head. 

The cup was well filled, and the leaves were all wet, 
And it feem’d to a fanciful view’, 

To weep for the buds, it had left with regret, 

On the flourilbing bu(h where it grew. 
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I haftily fciz’d it, unfit as it was 
For a ntfegay, fo dripping and drown’d, 

And fwingiBg it ruddy—too rudely, alas ! 

I fnapp’d it—it fell to the ground; 

“ And fuch,” I exclaimed, « i$ the pltilef# part, 
Some act by the delicate mind, 

Regardlefs of wringing and breaking a heart 
Already to forrow refign’d. 


This elegant rofe, had I (haken it left, 

Might have hloom’d with the owner a while. 
And the tear that is wiped with a little addrcft, 
May be followed perhaps by a fmilc.** 


Original Song, 

By Mary Goldsmith. 

THE parent bird, whofc little nefi:, 

Is by its tender young poflciT’d, 

With fpreading wings and downy brcaft, 
Doth cherifh them with love; 

But foon as nature plumes her wings. 

And guides their flight to groves and fpringf, 
Quite uncoicern’d the parent fings, 
Rcgardlefs where they rove. 

I 
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But baplefs we of human race. 

The lading cares of life embrace, 

And dill 0 ur bed affcdlion place, 

On what procures us.pain; 

For children, as their years increafe, 
Increafe our cares, and fpoll our peace ; 
Paternal love can iicvcr ceafe, 

But ever will remain. 


Ned Mizeth or the Four Engagements, 
Bung by Mr. Girtom, in, ** 1 he Heroes of the S 
at the Amphitheatre, Weftminder-Bndge. 
COME haden my hearties to true loyal Ned 
A tar from the dem to the dern ; 

And that I ’vc been rock’d on Davys rough bed. 

By my jib you may clearly difeern. 

In four galhint actions my lot was to fight, 

And dam’me they danced to fome tune, 

For the dar of a tailor was never more bright. 

Than once on the drd day of June; 

But come boa avad, and with boading have done, 

Such norfenfe I mud not allow, 

Tho’d ye fee, it was glory may hap that we won. 
When the French druck their flag to Lord Howe. 

The next time the fliot on all fides me flew 
Was with the proud Dons in difpute, 

And off Cape St, Vincent we faid, “ how d’ye do,*' 

And tlpt them an Englidi falute; 

Their fleet twenty-feven—and thofe of the line, 
our fifteen at fird to look fmall; 
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But think not that this made our tars to repine, 

P’ftia dani’mc 'twas nothing at all : 

The fignal once gnen our guns fir'd away, 

As foon did the vidory (hew, 

And each Briciih tar with Ned Mizen can fay, 

Brave Jervis the Spaniards laid low. 

The third time I fought, why it was with the Dutch, 
And I think it was near Canipcrdown, 

And then to be fure, I may fay as much, 

We boys brufa’d up fome little renown 
Ship to (hip we lay to, aye and fought man to man 
Each Briton a match for Mynheer; 

For to die or to conquer was always our plan, 

And thus v\'c again made appear : 

For tho' from the Texcl thy fomehow flipp'd out, 

In hopes at Breft harbour to touch, 

Why, d’ye fee they knew not what our fpies were about, 
For old Duncan did over the Dutch. t 

Now rak’d fore and aft, by a fplintcr or fo; 

Yet my timbers were dill flout and found, 

And fo I again on the lock cut muft go, 

To fee if the French could be found; 

At length it fo happen’d they hove wiLhin fight, 

Which made every failor to (mil'C, 

For d'ye fee it was when we commenced the lafl fight, 
I.ord blcfs you the rucuth of the Nile, 

To fay what wc did, it wont become me, 

' 'I’is enough that we fought as before; 

And the Frcncli, as 1 think, if they’re wife, d’ye fee. 
Will engage with Lnid Nclfon no mere. 

I a 
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GLEE. 

Bjr Robert Soothey, Efcj, 
JMIRTH, be thy mingled pleafure mine— 
The joys of Mufic, Love and Wine ! 

While high thy votive cup I hold, 

A«d trace the form that breaths in gold ; 

Beneath this vine, lo! Bacchus laid, 

And Venus twines the ivy braid : 

While each light Grace, with zone unbound, 
Weaves the dance the bower around. 

Here with gayfong and fportivc lyre, 

Wing’d Cupid leads the Idalian choir, 

W^here the crulh’d grape from cvVy vein 
Dyes their foot with purple Bain. 

CHORUS. 

I bear the God’s cxtatic note— 

Bach fenfe in fweet delirium float I 
Pledge the cop, the chorus join— 

And echo,” Mufic, Love, and Wine. 


An Origmal Song, 

By Mart Goldsmith. 
WHY fliun me thus my charming Kale ? 
Why leave the heart that ftill adores, 

And never did deceive thee, 

Thcu'rt more to me 
Than conquefts—kings, 

Nay better things. 

Yet thefc were once my glory. 
















I vilu'd not thefe honours great. 

But left them all for you my Kate, 

My trophies all behind me; 

’Twas you I priz’d 
Above the Ikies, 

All earthly fplcndor 
Back I’d render. 

To gain one ftght of thee, my Kate. 

O could I move that flinty heart, 

And make thee what I proudly thought thee, 
rd blcfs my woes. 

Defy rny foes, 

And foar to heaven with thee, my Kate. 
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But bufy. bufy, ftill art tbou, 

To bind the taftelcfs, joylefs vow ; 

The heart from pleafuri to delude. 

And join the gentle to the rude ; 

For once, oh, Fortune, hear my prayer. 
And I abfolve thy future care 
■^lake but the dear Amanda mine, 
With joy ril other joys refign. 


Craz.y Jam, 

WVitten by G. Levvii, Efq and fung by Mrs. Bland 

WHY fair maid, in cv’ry feature, 

Are fuch figng of fear exprefs d ? 

Can a wand’ring wretched creature 
With fuch terror fill thy bread ? 

Do my frenzy looks alarm thee ? 

Truft me fweet, thy fears are vain : 

Not for kingdoms Would I harm thee; 

Shun not then poor crazy Jane. i 

Doft thoD weep to fee my anguish ? 

Mark me and avoid my woe : 

When men flatter, figh, and languilh, 

Think them falfe—I found them fo, 

For I lov’d—oh! fo fincerely, 

None could ever love again t 
But the youth I lov’d fo dearly 
Stole the wits of crazy Jane. 



I 
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Fondly my 7oung heart receiv’d him, 
Which "Was doom’d to love but one ; 
He figh’d, he vow’d, and I believ’d him 
He was falfc, and I undone, 

From that hour has reafon never 
Held her empire o’er my brain ; 
Henry fled !—With him for ever, 

Fled the wits of Crazy Jane. 

Now forlorn and broken hearted, 

And with frenzy’d thoughts beict, 

Gn that fpot where laft we parted, 

On that fpot where firft we met, 

Still I fing my lovcdorn ditty, 

Still I flowly pace the plain, 

Whrlft each paCTer by in pity, 

Cries—* God help thee, Crazy Jane ! 


^he Exile of Erin> 

THERE came to the beach a poor exile of Erin, 

The dew on hU thin robe was heavy and chill, 

For his country he figh’d, when at twilight repairing, 
To wander alone by tjic wind-beaten hill, 

But the day- ftar attradled his eyes fad devotion, 

For it rofe on his own native ifle of the ocean, 

Where once in the flow of his youthful emotion, 

He fung the bold anthem of Erin go Bragh, 
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O fad is my fate faid the heart broken flrangsr; 

The wild-decr and wolf to a covert can fise, 

But 1 have no refuge from famine and danger, 

A home and a country remain rjot for me 
Ah, never again in the green fhady bower*, 

V here my forefathers liv*d,^.fliall 1 fpend the fweet hours. 
Or cover my harp with tile wild-w'oven flowers. 

And ftrike the fweet numbers of Erin go Bragh, 

Ch, Erin, my country, though fad and forfaken, 

In dreams I reviflt thy fea beaten fhore; 

But, alas,in a far foreign land I awaken, 

And Ugh for the friends that can meet me no more. 

And thou, cruel Fate! wilt thou never replace me, 

In a manfion of peace, where no peril can chace me ? 

Ah, never again fliall my brothers embrace me. 

They died to defend me, or live to deplore. 

Where now is my cabin door, fall by the wild wood ? 

Sifters and Ore did ye weep for its fall. 

Where is the mother that look’d on my childhood; 

And where is my bofom friend dearer than all, 

Ah, my fad foul, long abandon’d by pleafure, 

Why di^it dcat on a faft fading treafure ?. 

T^ars, like the rain drops, may fail without meafure. 

But rapture and beauty they cannot recal. 

But yet all its fond recolledions fuppreillng, 

One dying wifti my fond bofom ftiall draw. 

Erin, an Exile bequeaths thee his blessing, 

Eand of my forefathers—Erin go Bragh, 
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Borled and cold, when my heart ftills its motion . 
Green be thy fields, fweeteft ifle in the ocean, 

And thy harp-ftriking bards fing aloud with derotion^ 
Erin nia vourncen, fweet Erin go Bragh. 


SON G, 
Cujhlamaehree^ 
Sung by Mr, Inclrdon 


DAER Erin, how fwcctly thy green bofom rifes. 

An emerald fet in the ring of the fca; 

Each blade of thy meadows, my faithful heart prizes, 
Thou queen of the Weft, the world’s Culhlamachree. 

Thy gates open wide to the poor and the ftranger; 
There smiles hofpitality, hearty and free ! 

Thy fricndlhip is feea-in the moment of danger, 

And the wand’rer is welconvd with Cuftilamachrce. 

Thy fons they arc brave, but the battle once over 
In brotherly peace with their foes they agree; 

And the rofeatc checks of thy daughters difeover,. 

The fou! fpeaking blufh, that fays Cuftilamachree. 

Then fiourifti for ever, my dear native Erin, 

While fadly I wander, an exile from thee ; 

And firm, as thy mountains no injury fearing. 

May Hcav n defend its own CuOilamachree. 
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AdicUt my loved Harp, 

Air of “ Lougu SuEELl^G.’* 

ADIEU, my lov’d Harp, for no more (hall the Vale 
Re-echo thy notes as they float on the gale; 

No more melting Pity Ihall figh o'er thy ft ting; 

Or JLove to thy tremblings fo tenderly flng. 

When battle’s fell ftrife launch’d it's thunders afar, 
And Valour’s dark brow wore the honours of War, 
’Twas thou breathed the fame of the Hero around, 
And young Emulation w’as waked by the found. 

Ye Dauglitcrs of Erin, foon comes the fad day, 
'U'^hen over the turf w'here I ficep ye fhall fay—• 

“ Oh ! ftill is the fong we repaid with a tear, 

“ And fllcnt the firing that delighted the ear !” 


Ob! Hvjh the soft Si^h, 

Air—CooLiN. 

OH ! hufb the foft Cgh, maid, and dry the big tear ; 
in this bofom thy image fhall ever be dear, 

Of fiopes pidlur’d feenes how the colours decay, 

And love’s fairy fcafon as foon melts away. 

When its balm breathing Dew 1 delighted to ftp, 

Did I think a farewell would efcape from that lip ; 
By hononr commanded, tho far I firould ruam, 

‘Xhc Icadftoce of love will attrail me to home. 
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At noon, when the rofc's warm blufh thou (halt fee, 
Oh! think of the wreaths thou haft woven for me : 

At night, when the moon in mild fplendor fhall move, 
Oh ! view that fair planet, and think how I loT.e'l 


Why do yon lovely Virgins mourn ? 

Air—“ Tue Brown Thorn/* 

WHY do yon lovely Virgins mourn ? 

Like drooping liliies wet with dew, 

And why around yon marble urn. 

Spring’s choiceft rofes do they ftrew, 

Alas ! the fweeteft rofe is gone. 

By Shannon’s ftream it fell. 

The brighteft ftar that ever ftione, 

Hath bid the fickly earth farewell. 

Of Roderick’s noble race was ftie, 

The gentfe maid we lov’d fo much, 

And fair (he was as eye could fee, 

She boafted nature’s fini(hed touch ; 

And mild and comely was the youth. 

For whom (he fondly figh’d, 

Oh! timid Love and Heavenly truth, ' * 

Seem’d in this lovely pair allied. . > 

But fad and fatal was the morn, 

That o’er he join’d the martial throng, 

Alas! from thence was no return ; 

And loud was^hcard the funeral fong; 




Hot eye was fixed in filcnt grief. 

Nor long was forrow’s dream, 

For death foon brought the wifli’d relief, 
And pluck’d the rofc by Shannon’s ftrcanii 


Tho wandering Harper: 

Air— The unitortunate Youth and Old Trua 

OH many a mountain I wearily meafure. 

And far have I wander’d on Erin’s green /bore, 
This Harp is my only companion and treafure. 

When welcom’d at fweet hofpitality's door ; 

*1 hen lift gentle youths, while I ling you a ditty, 

I learnt in dear Connaught, the foil of my birth; 
y e maidens attend, while the tear-drop of pity 
Shall fall like a chryftalline gem to the earth ; 


Old Truagh^ 

THE Sun in the wave dipt his lingering ray, 

And dew dropping Ikies wept the abfcnce of day. 
When funk on the car were the founds of the Fray. 

’Twas then o’er the Heath flew the white bofom’d fair. 
All loofe on the fwelling breeze floated her hair. 

And her dark rolling gaze fpokc the foul of defpair. 

Ko tear left her eye, nor no Cgh Ycap’d her breaft, 
Whilft round her lay many a hero in reft. 

And the blood-glutted Raven retired from the feaft. • 
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How weak was his ^roan, as it pafsM by her car, 

How low droop’d his head, the fad uioment was near, 

As ’ncath an old Oak la-y the warrior fo dear. 

She ftirlck'd his lov’d name, as (he fprung o’er the hcatk, 
All cold on her lip (he receiv'd his lad breath, 

And cUfp’d her foul’s Idol, but cUfp'd him in death. 


Oh vihen I hreaih\{ d last Adieu, 
New Words to the old Irish Melody ot 
Within this Village dwells a Maid. 

OH I when I breath’d ^ lad adieu, 

To Erin’s vales and mountains blue. 

Where nurfed by Hope my moments flew 
In life’s unclouded fpring, 

Though on the breezy deck reclined 
1 liften’d to the riflng wind. 

What fetters could reftrain the mind 
That roved on fancy’s wing ? 

She bore me to the woodbine Bower 
Where oft I palfed the twilight hour. 

When firft I felt Love s thrilling power 
From Kathleen's beaming eye ; 

Again I watch’d her fluftiing bread, 

Her honied lip again was pred. 

Again, by fWcet confefli^ns bled 
1 drank each melting figh. 

K 









114 


Doft thou, Kath!€<jn, my Iol» dcpiofc. 
And lone on Erin's <JmcraId fijore 
in memory trace the love I bore, 

On all our tranfports dwell, 

'Can I forget the fatal day 
That called me from thy arms away, 
When nought was left me hut to fay, 
“ Patewell, ,my love-^farewell.” 


Ma id of Eriw. 

MY thoughts ^eligh^' to wander 
Upon a diftant Ihore ; 

Where lovely, fair, and tender, 

Is file whom I adore ; 

May Heaven, its blcflings sparing, 
On her beftow them free, 

The lovely Maid of Erin ! 

Who fweetly fang to me. 


Had Fortune fix’d my ftatlon. 

In fome propitious hour, 

The Monarch of a nation, 

Endowed with wealth and power.; 
*l'hat wealth and power fharing, 

My peerlefs Queen’fiiould bc^ 

The lovely Maid of Erie ! 

Who Iwcctly fang to me. 








Altho’ the redlefs o^an 
Majr long b&tween us roar. 
Yet while my heart has motion, 
She’ll lodge within its core ; 
For artlefs and endearing, 

And mild and young is fhe, 
The lovely Maid of Erin ! 

Who fwectly fang to me. 

When Fate gives intimation, 
That my laft hour is nigh, 
With placid refignation 
I’ll lay me down and die ; 
Fond hope my bofom cheering, 
That I in Heaven (hall fee, 
TJiC lovely maid of Erin ! 

Who fwectly fang to 



Now is the Spell Worhlng Hour of the Nighf, 
Air—“ Ajleem Aroon." 

NOW is the fpcll working hour the Night, 
When roams abroad ev’ry rapturing Sprite, 

Ceafe then, O I.ady dear, 

Your magic charms I fear, 

Stealing into the Ear, 

Of one who lov’d. 
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Mafic wculd ever ii)y fenfes enthrall, 

But when that lip breathes the Soul D)eItiT>g call:, 
Oh! Lady, could I fly; 

No — at your feet I’d die, 

/.nd with n>y lateft figh, 

Blcfs hea^ 1 lov'd. 


7f// me Dear Eveleeui. 


TEIi-L me dear Evcleen, why do you flight 
Why thus defpife your fighing Swain, 

Canft thou forget how fervent he loves th^e^. 

Sweeteil Nymph of Erin’s plain 
And arc thy Vows fo lately paffed dear, 

Broken thro' fo foon by thee, 

Jlcigb ho 1 no joy (hall this Heart cheer, 

Since thou art falft Ma Gra ma Chrcc. 

Cold pierce the Wind, and chill falls the Rain revr^ 
Summer’s fun no more can warm, 

Since Eveleen has forgot her late pledged vow, 
Since truth no more her lips adorn; 

Farewell then Evcleen, farcw'cli thou fair one, 
Swetteft Nymph of Erin's fair, 

Heigh ho! why dare I once gaze on, 

1 hofe chaims that now my peace impair. 









T'he Shipwrecked Tar, 


ESCAP’D with life, in tatters, 
Behold me fafe on fhore, 

Such trifles little matters, 
riljToon get togs galore ; 

For Poll fw-ore when we parted, 
No chance her faith would jar. 
And Poll’s too tender hearted 
To flight a fhip wreck’d ta^*. 


To Poll his courfe flraight fleering, 
He haftens on apace. 

Poor Jai k can’t get a hearing. 

She never faw his face : 

From Megg, and Doll, and Kitty, 
Relief was juft as far. 

Not one had the leaft pity 
For a poor fliipwreck’d tar. 
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But all their tau:^ts and fetches^ 

A judgr^ent arc to rae, 

3, for theft harden’d Wfctclresi 
Dear Nancy, flighted thee : 

But fee, poor Tray aflai’s me, 
Hismiflrefs is nor far, 

He wags his tail and hails me, 

'J'ho’ a poor fliipv/reck’d tar 
[Twas faithful love that brought hina,,, 
A lefibn for mankind ! 

’Tis one, cried I, I taught him ; 

For on my conftant mind 
Thy ipiage dear was graven, 

And now removed each bar, 

My arn^fhall be the haven, 

For my poor fhipwrcck’d tar. 
He?.v*n and my love reward thee,^ 

I’m Ihipwreck’d, but I’m rich, 

All fliall AVith pride regard thee,. 

Thy love lhall fo bewitch. 

With wonder each fond fancy. 

That children near and far 
Shall lifp the name of Nancy, 

'J'hat faved the Ihipwreck’d tar. 


Corines Profession, 

OR, TJIE SONG OF CONSTANCY* 

33y Peter Pindar, Ffq. 

NOW, Joan we are married—and now let mc fa 3 ”,. 
Tho’ both are m jouth, yet that youth will decay ; 
Jn our journey thro’ life, my dear Joan, I fuppofe. 
We fliall oft meet a bramble, and fometimes a roft. 
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When'a cloud on Uils forehead ihall darken my day,v 
Thy funftiine of fwectnefs muft ftnile it away; 

And when the dull rapour fhall dwell upon thine. 

To chacc it—the labour and triumph be mine. 

Thou ftialt milk our one cow, and if fortune purfue,. 

In good time with her blefllng, my Joan Ihall milk twoj. 

I will till our fmall field, while my prattle and -fong 
Shall charm as I drive the bright ploughfhare along. 

When finifli’d the day, by the fire we’ll regale. 

And treat our good neighbours at eve with our ale ; 

For, Joan, who could wifii for felf only to live ? 

One bleffing of life, my dear gfrl, is to give 1 

E’en the red-breaft and wren fhall notfeek us in vain^. 
While thou haft a crumb, or thy Corin a grain ; 

Not only their fongs will they pour from the grove. 

But yield, by example, fweet leffons of love! 

Tho’ thy beauty muft fade, yet thy youth I’ll remember 
That thy May was my own when thou fticweft Dccemly^r 
And when age to my head Ihall his winter impart. 

The fummer of love Ihall repofe in my heart I « 


Song in ‘ Feuditl Titnfs,*^ 
Sung by Mr. Bannister, Jun;. 

rViS^lov’d many a maiden fair. 

Of names that fo much vary, 
i foarcely know which cauf’d my care,- 
Or. Fanny, Bels, or Mary 5 , 









- But happy I f for not a thing; 

Can meet me fo contrary, 

That will not maVe me think and ling 
^Of Fanny, Befs, or Mary. 

With a hcigho ! heigho ! 

I always was, from boy to man. 

Well pleafed to toy with any— 

Now if a lady flap her fan. 

Why—ftraight I think on Fanny— 

Dear Fanny I remember yet, 

No lafs fo fmart and pretty— 

But if you offer me- a bel, 

Why, then I think on Betty. 

With a heigho! helgKo!! 

Then Betty flic is all my theme, 

So found, fo plump, and jelly-— 

Bnt if I hear a parrot feream, 

It makes me think on Polly. 

Thus happy I, while fcarcc a thing. 

Can meet me fo ccntrary% 

That will not make me think and fing 
Of Fanny, Befs, or Mary. 

With a hcigho ! hcigho ! 


Dear is my Utile Natroe Vale 

Sung by Mrs. T. Cooke. 

DEAR is my little native vale. 

The ring dove builds the warbles there; 
Clofc by my cot fhe tells her talc 














To every palling village fair ; 

The fqulrrel leaps from tree to tree, 

And (hells his nuts at liberty. 

In orange groves and myrtle bow rs, 

That breathe a gale of fragrance roundv. 
1 charm the fairy-footed hours, 

With my loved tute’s romantic found ; 
Or crowns of living laurel weave, 

For thofe who win the race at eve. 

The (hepherd’s horn at break of day, 

The ballet, danc’d in twilight glade; 
The canzonet and roundelay, 

Sung in the filent green-wood (hade ; 
Thefc fimple joys that never fail 
Shall bind ms to my native vale.. 


rhe Gypfiy Hat. 

Sung by Mr. Dignum. 

r figh for a maid, a fweet pretty maid, 

And bonny Sufanna s her name; 

Then well do 1 know, by my heart’s panting To, 

The poor little thing’s in a flame, 

For it throbs, throbs, throbs, and it beats, beats, beats,' 
Goa* pit a-pat, pit-a-pat, pat; 
o fore its the cafe. I’m in love with the fato 

All under the Gipfy Hat.. 
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That fhe’s kind as Ike’s fair I freely declare, 

So none can my candour reprove; 

But then what I rue, (and believe me ’tis true,) 
is hang it, for being in love ! 

For my heart throbs, throbs, and it beats, beats, beat?, 
Goes pit-a-pap, pit-a-pat pat ; 

And ah, I m afraid, for the face of the maid 
AW under the Gipfey Hat. 

hit I’ve faid all my life, I’d ne’er take a wife, 

And look’d on all plagues, that the wtrft, 

I own —for my heart was then free from all fmart 
£ut now—Oh I think it will bufil f 
For it throbs, throbs, throbs, and it beats, beats, bedts, 
Goes pit-a-pat, plt*a pat pat ; 

A Pd ah, muft I tellFor the face of the girl, 

All under the Gipfey Hat’. 


Patriotic Son^, 


WHEN freedom was banilk’d from Greece and from Ronje, 
And wander’d ncgledled in fcarch of a home, 

Jove willing to hx her where long Ihe might ftand, 

Turn’d the globe round about, and review’d each land, 
With nice circumfpcdrioii he view’d the whole ball, 

And weigh’d in his balance the merits of all; 

Then quickly determin’d that England alone, 

Was the place beft adapted for Liberty’s throne, ■ ;^ > 
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IWerry Momas Jnfifted no place wag more fit, 

Than the ifiand of freedom for true attic wit ; 

And Venus declar’d, if 'twas pleafing to Joyc, 

She cou’d like to make England the Empire of Love. 

Mars boldly ftep’d forward from his miftrefs’s fide, 

And fwore ihac with arms Britons he would provide; 

When Bacchus declar’d that each heart cheering juice 
For the ufe of true Englifhmen he would produce. 

To render cHJmpleat thofe hlelungs now paft, i 

And provide that they might to eternity laft, 

’Twas infiant agreed that a toafi fhould be 
And drank in full bu.mpers of Nedar thro’ heaven, 

The words of the toad were, (mark it ye free,) 

“ May Britons with Britons for ever agree; | 

By your enemies then you will always be fear'd, | 

And with wine, wit. and women, inccfTantly cheer’d.’* 



Hearty T'om Bronvn. 

THE deuce take the cards, for they give me the gripes. 

Come landlord bring more liquor, fome tobacco, and fonie pipes. 

CHORUS. 

Here’s to thee Tom Brown, and to you my )oviaI fouls, 

And to you with all my heart, and you I’ll drink.a\quart, 

And with you I will fpend a pot, before that eei! de part, 
Here’s to thee Tom Brown,. 










The king will beat ^he queen, and the queen will bc^t the knave," 
And we’re all good com{)any, more company we will have. 
Mere’s to thee, Tom Brown, &c. 

Thc kinavc will beat the ten., and the ten will beat the nine, 
And we’re all good company, we w’ill drink till we’re ftonc blind. 
Here’s to thee, Tom Brown, &c. 

The nine will beat the eight, and the eight will beat the feven, 
And we're all good company, wc’ll drink till it’s eleven. 

Here's to thee, Tom Brown, 5tc- 

The feven will beat the fix, and the fix will beat the five. 

And we’re all good company, we^ill drink while we're alive. 
Here’s to thee, Tom Brown, &c. 

The five will beat the four, and the four will beat the tl^rce, 
And we’re all good company, v, c will drink till break of day. 
Here’s to thee, Tom Brown, Ac. 

The three will beat the two, and the acc will beat them all, 
And wc'rc all good company upon my life and foul. 

Here’s to thee, Tom Brown, Ac. 



Variety^ 


ASK you who is iinging here ? 
Who fo blithe can thus appear, 
4 'm the child of joy and gke. 
And my name’s Variety, 
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Never have I a cloai^ed face, 

Swift I change from place to place. 
Ever wandering, ever free. 

And my name's Variety. 

Like a bird that ikims the air. 

Here and there and every where. 

Sip my picafurcs like a bee, 

Nothing’s like Variety. 

I.ove's fweet peflinn warms my breafi:, 
Roving love but breaks the reft. 

One good heart’s enough for me, 

Tho’ my name’s Variety. 

Crowded feenes and lonely grove, 

All by turns I can approve, 
follow, follow, follow me, \ 

Friend of life—-Variety 1' 


Sufj^ hy Mr, Sustt, in the enterialtimeni 

“Mr Grandmother**' 


WHEN I was a younftcr 1 firft was apprentic’d 
Unto a gty barber fo dapper and airy; 

1 next wis a carpenter, then turn’d dentift. 

Then a taylor, good lord! then an apothecary. 
L 
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CHORUS. 

But for thisor that, 

They all come as pat 
As they can ; 

For (having or tooth-drawing, 

Bleeding, cahbaglfig, or fawing, 

Dicicey Goflip'a the man. 

Tho’ taylor and dentifl hut auk-vvardly tether. 

In both the vocations I ftill have my favii^gs, 
And two of my trades couple rarely together, 

For barber and carpenter both dea! in waving. 

But blunders will happen in callings fo various, 

I fancy they happen to fome that are prouder, 

I once gave a patient, whofe health was precarious, 
A terrible dofe of my befl iliaving powder. 


^he Sportsman» 

Suvfg by Mr. Sdett, in ^ Ot Age To-morrow. 
Tune—“ Derry Down.** 

WHEN my very firft day, to the field I had got, 

I difeover’d great natural parts as a fiiot, 

My fpaniel had put up a fnipe from a bog, ‘ * 

I mifs’d it I own,but I brought down the dog. 

Down derry down 
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So keen my firft hunt, I bruftiM over the grounds, 

I decidedly diftanc’d the fox and the hounds; 

-And 1 leaped my firft hedge, with fo earned a mind. 

That I left a 0nc gelding I ro Je on behind. 

. - Derry down derry. 

But time and experience have rendered me cool, 

And I counfcl young fportfmen to think of this rule; 

When you go out a (liooting, don’t (hoot your dog dead. 
And in riding a horfe don’t fly over his head. 

Down derry down. 

Now hear an old Jockey his paflion impart, 

Ac your perfon 1 aim, and would fain hit your heart ; 

And for your eftatc, tho* with rapture I view it, 

As affording good fport, yet I’ll never run through it. 

Down derry down. 


Poor Little Gipsey, 
Air-rPooR 

A POOR little Gipfey, 1 wander forlorn. 

My fortune was told loug before I was born; 

So fortunes I tell as forfaken I ftray, 

And, in fcarch of my leve f am loft in my way, 
Spare a halfpenny, fpare a halfpenny I 
Spare a p^or little gipfey a halfpenny. 
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1 fear £rcm Uus ilac, yon hare been a fad min 
And to barm us poor girls have formed msnj a plio j 
Bffit beware Sett repentance too late cacre your ixain. 

And attend to the Setton I gisc^in my. ftraim, 

Sparc a l&attpcany, &c. 

ThrofEgh woods and i^hrongh wilds oft as weary I toaeny 
ILxmg abrentt from paxects, firom friends^ and from Lome 
ThcBugh fad h mj heart, and though fore are my feet. 
Yet I hag c» Mry way Ic all thofc that I meet. 

Spare a halfpenny, &:c. 


Th e Orpkaa, 

Ah —Cottage on the Mcce.**' 

IF pity, fweet maid, ever dwelt in thy breatt, 
eh look with coQipaSloo on o«e that*# dtftreff d, 

An. Orphm, alas ? no relations remam, 

chiird wkhfche cold. I'm wet with thEraln. 

From momlng till cv«BlTrg» I wander along. 
Unheeded by all, tho* I plaintteely mosn; 

But children of pleafore pafs by io dlfdaln, * 

Kor chink on. the Orphso ikatV wee with the rala. 

But God fends relief to the orphan# nwknowr. 

For peace and coRfettmeat is the happy thrciip; 
Then look with csmraflon, ne'er look wkh dirictin,^ 
And pity ihc Crplian that's wc< with the rain 









sic a Wife as Willie had. 

By the late Robbrt Burns. 

WILLIE Waftle dwalt on Tweed, 

The fpot the ca*d it Limkumdoddic, 

Willie was a wabftcr gudc, 

Cou’d ftown a clue wi’ouy bodie; 

He had a wife was dour and din, 

O Tinkler Madgie washer mither; 

Sie a wife as Willie had, • 
r wa’d na gic a button for her. 

She hasan e’e, (he has but ane, 

The cat has twa the very colour ^ 

Five rufty teeth; forbye a (lump, 

A clapper tongue wad deave a miller ; 

A Whilkin beard abou hermpu, 

Her nofe and chin they threaten ither * 

Sic a wife, &c. 
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Alild baiidrans by the ingle fits, 

An \vi’ her loof her face a wafhiii i 
J5ut Willie’s wife is nae fae trig, 

She dights her gunzie vvi* a hufiiion j 
Her Willie x>ieves like raidden creche 
fler face wad fyle the Logan water. 


' Sic a wife> &c. 


Tie ShipwrecL 


Tune—'* I’VE Sail’d in the good Ship the Nakch.’ 

I SAIL’D in the fbip, Duke of Clarence, 

With grog and good liquor in (lore, 


From the So^nd to the Gulph of St. Lawrence 


And left all the lubbers afhore ; 

Well mano’d with three hundred good fellowE, 
We put out to fea in fullfaii^ 
jBy Providence watch’d, as they tell us, 

W’e weigh’d (hip and weather’d the gale. 


CHOP U S. 


EIIX Bobftay our captain commanded. 
When wreck’d on the Barbary (bore. 
And at Deal only ten of us landed, 

The fate of poor tars to deplore. 











Ey the board went the ir.ainniaft while reefing. 
All hands at the puir.p took a fpcll, 

Ev’ry countenance truly had grief in, 

The reft of my Ihipmates can tcU; 

In the hold there was fwc feet water. 

From finking (he ne’er could refrain, 

But the gale took her weathermoft quarter. 
And tho’ fhe bulg’d, righted again. 

In the long boat nineteen only ventur’d, 

No compafs wherewith for to ftcef, 

The waves mountain high as we enter’d, 

But failors in ftornis ne’er fear; 

Braving dangers we fmack’d thro’ the ocean, 
Tho' the boatfwrain each night fung a ftavo, 
Ev’ry day by the winds veering motion, • 
Expeaing a watery gravo, 

« 

’Twas the lofs of our rndder firft taught u» 
Our dreadful milfortuncsto know, 

To fccncs of deftru<fiioa it brought us, 

What hardfhips we tars undergo ; 

While the landfmcn indifferently fporting, 
And gliding thro* life at their eafe, 

The feamen, all perils arc counting. 

While ploughing all on. the fait fcai. 







The Signal*5 Gave* 
Air-^Oti> Towle*.' 


The fignal’s gave, all hand*i prepar’d 
And ready for to fail, 

Our girls arc loth with us to part, 

Wifii us a favouring gale; 

Their looks they feern wild with dcfpair. 
To think they with us part. 

When we prepared to go abroad. 

It cuts them to the heart. 

Chorus. 

Then heave yo heave ho. 

Jack fings yo heave ho. 

He brave the danger of the main. 
And lings yo heave ho. 

Why ftarts the tear from that bright eye, 
Alasl why does it fall ? 

My deareft girl forbear to figh, 

My country does me call; 

There is one who reigns above, 

Will guard my love I know. 

While I am failing on the main. 

Or fighting the proiMl foe. 

There is no parlying Jack replies, 

Our anchor it is weigh’d. 

So Hop thofe tears, dry up your eyes. 
Orders mull beobey’dt 












If fnrtone Ihonld upon me foille, » 

If e'er I Ihonld return. 

Upon old England's faTourite lUe, 

111 think of you my girl. 

Now providence ordain’d it fo 
They order'd were to fail. 

The laiTcs round the beach they Hand,. 

Wiih us a pleafant gale, 

From tears they fcarcely can refrain,. 

Their hearts with grief are torn, 
And as the (hip it glides the feas, 

Wiih us a fafe rtturn. 


LuUaly, 

PEACEFUL numbering on the ocean. 
Seamen fear no danger nigh; ^ 

7‘he winds and waves, in gentle motion. 
Soothes them with their lullaby. 

Is the wind tempeftuous blowing. 

Still DO danger they defery ; 

The guiltleis heart, its boon heftowing. 
Soothes them with its lullaby. 


JLovely Nan. 

SWEET is the fhip that under fall. 
Spreads her white hofoni to the galcj 

Sweet, oh 1 fwcet’s the flowing can: 
Sweet to poife the laVring oar, 

That tugs U8 to fwr native ftiorc. 
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When the boatfwdin pipes the brrge to maa. 
Sweet failiug with a favVkig breeze ; ^ 

JBut oh ! much Tweeter tba« all thefe - J 

Is Jack’s delight—his lovely Nan. 


The needle, faithful to the North, 

To Ihow of conllaiuy the worth, 

A curious lelTon teaches man ; 

Tile needle time may ruft—a fquail 
( apfizc the binnacle and all, 

Let feamanlhip do all it can; 

JVly ^ovc in worth (hall higher rife ; 

Isor time (hall ruft, nor fqualis capfize, 
My faith and truth in lovely Nan. 


When in the bijboee I was pen'd, 

For ferviug of a wprthkfs friend, 

And every creature from rue ran ; 

No ftjp performing quarentine, 

Was ever fo •deferted feen; 

None hail’d me—woman, child, or man ; 
But though falfe fricndfhip's fails were furl'd, 
Though cut adrift by all the world, 
rd all the world io lovely Nan. 


I love my duty,Tpve my friend, 

Love truth and merit to defend, 

To.naourn their lofs who hazard rau,* 
I love to take an honeft part, 

Lore beauty and a fpoilcfe heart, 










By manners love to (hew the mun ; - ^ \ 
To fail thro’ life by honour’s brceic 
’Twas all along of loving thefc ^ ^ 

Firft made me doat on lovely Kan. 


The Soldier^s Return^ 

»TVVAS in the cv’ning of a wintry day, 

When, fafe returning from a long campaign, 

Allen o’crtoird and weary with the way, 

Came home to fee his Sally once again. 

His batter’d arms he carelcfsly threw down, 

And view’d hia Sally with enraptur’d eyes, 

But (he received him with a tnoded frown, 

She knew not Allen in his rough difguife. 

His hair was knotted, and hU beard unlhorn ; 

His tatter’d ’ccutrcmcnts about him hung ; 

A tear of of pleafurc did his cheeks adorn. 

And Slcflings fell in torrents from his tongue. . 

Am I fo alter’d by this cruel trade. 

That you your faithful Allen, have forgot ? 

Or has your heart unto feme other ftray’d ? 

■ Ah 1 why did I cfcape the murdering (hot?'* 

When this Ihe heard, her wonted colour fled. 

She ran and funk upon her Allen's breaft. 

All pale, awhile Ihe look’d like one that’s de^, 
He kifs'd, (he breath’d and alt her love conftA’4 
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oh! my delight thoftgh alter’d as thou art. 
Reduced by honeft courage to this ftrait. 

Thou art the golden treafurc of my heart, 

My long loft bufband, and my wifh’d for mate- 


^hc ^Tight Little JJId^id. 

Sung by Mr. Townsend, in the the Magic Oax, 


Daddy Neptune one day to Freedom did fay, 

If ever I liv’d upon dry land, 

The fpot I (hould hit on would be Little Britain, 
Says Freedom why that’s my own ifland, 

Oh! what a fnug little ifland; 

A right little tight little ifland; 

All the globe round, none can be found 
So happy as this little ifland. 


Julius Cxfar, the Roman, who yielded to no man, 

Came by water’ he couldn’t come by land. 

And Dane,‘Pift and Saxon, their homes turn’d their backs on* 
And all for the fake of our ifland, 

Oh whata fnug little ifland, . 

They’d all have a touch at the ifland ; 

Some were (hot dead, and fome of them fled; 

And fomc flay’d to live in the ifland. 












Then a very great tvar man, cahed Billy the Norman 
Cried, damn it, I never lik’d my land, 

It would be much more hardy to leave this Normandy 
And live on yon beautiful ifland, 

Says he, ’tis a fnug little ifland, 

Shan’t us go to vifit the ifland*; 

Hop, fklp, and jump there he was plump, 

And he kick'd up a dufl in the ifland. 

Yet party deceit help’d the Norman to beat, 

Of traitors they manag’d to buy land. 

By Dane, Saxon, or Pi<51, we ue'er had been lick d, 
Had they ftuck to the king of the ifland. 

Poor Harold the king of the ifland, 

Hat lofl both his life and hii ifland ; 

That’s very true, what could he do ? 

Like a Briton he died for his ifland. 



Then the Spanifli Armada fet out to invade us, 

Quite lure if they ever came nigh land, 

They cou’d n’t do left than tuck up Queen Eefs, 

And take their full fwlng in the ifland 
Oh, the poor Queen and the ifland. 

The drones came to plunder the ifland; 

But fiiug in her hive, the Queen was alive, 

And buz was the word at the ifland. 

Thefc proud puff’d up cakes thought to make ducks and drakes 
Of our wealth, but they fcafccly could fpy land. 

Ere olir drake had the luck to make their pride duck 
And ftoop to the lads of the ifland. 

M 














iluaza! for the lad* of the iiland, 

The good wooden walls of the ifland ; 

Devil or Don, let them come on, 

But how would they come off at the ifland. 

I dont wonder much that the French and the Dutch 
Have fince been oft’ tempted to try land, 

/.nd I wonder much lefs they have met no fuccefs, 

For why fhould we give up our ifland. 

Oh, ’tis a wonderful ifland, 

And all of ’em long for the ifland; 

Hold a bit there, (let ’em) take fire and air. 

But we'll have tlie fea and the ifland. 

Then fince Frectlom and Neptune have hitherto kept tunc, 
In each faying tliis fliall be my land, 

Should the army of England, or all they could bring land 
"We’d (hew ’em fomc play for the ifland. 

We’d fight for our right to the ifland, 

■We’d give ’em enough of our ifland; 

Frenchmen ihould juft bite at our dud, 

But not a bit otorc of the ifland. 


^he Seaman^s Friend, 

rVE fail’d with many a captain bold, 
r.ye fail'd both near and far, 

I’ve farv’d my king. I’m growing old. 
And am mark’d with many a fear. 












139 


T# lam’d wordt I don’t pre:-cnd, 

I fay but thii, and there’s an end; 
Heaven profper loug the Teaman’s frit?nd; 

The fcanjaa’fi friend. 


Only think when a targets out to fca. 

To fight for his country dear ; 

Leave wife and children tw’o or three, 
Who all for his fafety fear; 

Only think how aloft their prayers afeend, 
For thofe who may chance his lot to mend, 
And to profper long the feaman’s friend ; 

The feanian‘8 friend. 


No^hln^ like Grog* 

A Plague of thofe nnifly old lubbers ' 
Who tells U8 to faft and to think, 

And patient fall in with life's rubbers, 

With nothing but water to drink. 

A can of good fluff, and they twigg’d it, 
Would have fent them for pleafurc agog, 
And, fpitc of the rules, 

The rules of the fchools, 

1 he old fo»ls would have all of them fwigg’d re 
And fwoxe there was nothing like grog. 

M % 
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My father, when laft I from Guinea, 
Return’d with abundance of wealth, 
Cry’d, Jack, never be fuch a ninny 

To drink;—lays 1, Father your health ! 
So I pafs'd round the fluff and he twigg’d it. 
And it fet old codger agog; 

And he fwigg’d and mother, 

And Cftcr, and brother. 

And Ifwigg'd, and all of us fwigg’d it. 
And fworc there was nothing like grog. 

One day when the chaplain was preaching, 
Behind him I curiouily Funk, 

And while he our duty was teaching, 

As now he fhould never get drunk .• 

I tipp’d him the fluff and he twigg'd it, 
Which fooB fethis reverence agog; 

And he fwigg’d, and Nick fwigg’d. 
And Ben fwigg’d, aad Dick fwigg’d, 
And I fwigg’d, and all of usfwigg'd it, 

And fworc there vrai nothing.Uko*grog. 

Then trnfl me, there’s nothing as drinking 
So picafant on this fiJc the grave. 

It keeps the unhappy from thinking, 

And makes'em more valiant more brave* 
Forme from the moment 1 twigg’d it, 

The good fluff fo fet me agog. 

Sick or well, late or early, 

Wind foully or fairly, 

I’ve conflantly, conflantly fwigg’d it. 

And d— n me, there’s nothing like grog. 
















ii Sailor^s uiJ'vke, 


LIFERS like a Ihip in conftant motioiit 
Sometimes high and fcmetimcs low ; 
Where cv*ry hand mufk brave the ocean, 
Whaifocvcr winds may blow. 

H unaffail’d by Uorm or fliowcr. 

Wafted by the gentle gales. 

Let’s not lofe the favouring hour, 

Whiifl fuccefs attends cur fails. 

But if the wayward winds fiioulJ bluftcr, 
Let U8 not give way to fear 
But let us all our patience inuftcr, 

And learn from reafon how to fleer; 

Let judgment keep you ever ftcady 
That’s a ballad never fa;U; 

If dangers rife, be ever ready 

To homage well the fwcljiug fails, 

Trufl: not loo much your own opinion, ' 
Whilft your vcffcl’s under weigh 
Let good example bear dominion, 

That’s a compafs will not ftray, 

When thund’ring tempefts make you-fliutide 
And Boreas o’er the furface rails, 

Let good diferetion guide the rudder, 

And Proiidencc unbend the fails, 

M 3 
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Then when you’r fafe from danger riding, 
In fonic welcome port or haj^, 

Let hope be the anchor you confide in, 
care a while in {lumbers lay : 

7'hen when each can's with liquor flowing, 
And good feliowfhip prevails, 

Let cacli heart with rapture glowing, 
Drink fuccefs unto our fails. 


Fj> gar ruh her d*er zzi' Jlrae, 

GIN yc meet a bonny laflic, 

Gi’c her a kifs and let her gae ? 

But if ye meet a dirty huffy, 

Fy gar rub her o’er wi’ ftrae. 

Be fure dinna quit the grip, 

Of ilka joy when ye arc young. 

Before auld age your vitals nip, 

And lay you twafold o’er a rung. 

Cvvccth youth’s a blythe and heartfome time, 
Then lads and laffes, while ’tis May, 

Gac pu* the gowan in its prime, 

Before it wither and decay, 

Watch the faft minutes of dclyte, 

When Jenny fpeaks beneath her breath, 
i^nd kiffes, laying a’ the wyte, 

On you, if ihe kep ojoy ikaith. 
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Haith y’re ill bred, She’ll, fmlling fay, 
Yc’il wory me, ye greedy rook: 

Sync frac your arms file’ll rin away, 
And hide hcrfclf in feme dark nook, 
Her laugh will lead you to the place, 
Where lyes the happinefs ye want. 
And plainly tell you to your face, 

‘ Nineteen nay fays arc half a grant-' 

Now to her heaving bofom cling, 

And fvvcctly toolic for a kifs: 

Frac her fdir finger whoop a ring. 

As taiken of a future blifs, 

Thefe bennifoDs, I’m very fure. 

Are of the gods indulgent grant; 

1 hen furly enrs, wifii t, forbear 

To plague us wi’ your whining cant. 


Henry and Rofa, 

Sung by Mrs. Jordan, in “The Secret.' 

f 

MAJESTIC rofc the God of day, 

In yon bright buriiifti'd Iky, 

Old Ocean kindled at the ray, 

And heav’d himfelf on high ; 

On the deck Henry ftood, 

To view the fweliing tide, 

Ah!—no,—Henry,—ho! 

He thought hot of the flood, 

'Twas P.09A by his fide. 
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Now foftly fung the fetting fun, 

Beneath his wat’ry bed; 

The cv ning watch was hufli’d and done, 
The pilot hung his head ; 

On the deck Rofa ftray’d, 

To view the waters glide, 

Ah !—no,— Rofa,—no ! 

Such thought ne’er touch’d the maid, 
^Twas He NAT by her fide. 


Original Seng. 

By Mrs. Mills and Groupe, in the chara<acr of Gipfeys, 
the Rural Fete, Frogmore, before their Majeftics. 

COME, Royal George, and all thy coutc, 

Come, fee our pallime, fee our fport i 
Merry fouls, and merry faces; 

Not the mufes, or the graces, 

Can, with all their pow’r to charm, 

Boalt feelings truer, hearts more warm 
Than our’s, great Georgs, fbs thee. 

I.et them fubllmer honours claim j 
Unpolifli’d mirth’s our only aim; 

Contented if our fov'reign fmilc. 

We care not, then, if they revile ; 

Truth needs no ornament or (hew; 

No bofoms more with love o’erflow 
Than #«r’s, Great Gioios, for thee. ^ 


at 
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We to thy honour'd Confort too, 

All, all arc loyal, all arc true; ’ 

To all thine honfc, in love we join, 

For all to u» is dear that’s thine; 

V/ere not our fate,with thine involv'd, 
Still were no hearts yet more rcfolv’d, 
Than our s, Great George, for thee* 


Poor Negro IVotnarty Ulales, 

% 

Sung tyMrs. Modntaih, in the Drama of “Obi; oa Taste 
Finger’d Jack.” 

MY cruel love to danger go. 

No think of pain he gave me ; 

Too foon me fear like grief to know, 

As broke the heart of Ulalec, 

Poor Negro V/oman, Ulalec! 

Poor foul I to fee her hang her head 

All day beneath the CyprefsTree;— 

And ftill fits fing my love he dead— 

The hufband of poor Ulalec, 

Poor Negro Woman, Ulalec! 

My love be kill’d ! h#w fwcet he faid d; 

His fmilc again vve never fee ; 

Unlefi me fee it in the child 
That he have left poor Ulalec, 

Poor Negro Woiiiin, Ulalee ! 









‘‘ My baby to my bread I fold, 

“ But little warmth, poor boy ! have be j 
“ Hi* father’# death make ail fo cold 
“ About the heart of Ulalcc ! 

Poor Negro Woman, UJaleei 


SONG, 

Sung by Corporal BaAsaENTON, of the Sfadbrdlhire Militia^ 
at the Rural Bctc at frogmorc, before their MajcRies, 
Tune—‘ Ally Crokcr.’ 

WHEN republica* Jo^lrlucs arc cv’ry where fenad Sir, 
An 1 levelling principles fo much abound Sir 
Let cacli (cn of liberty joyfully ling, Sir, 

Ijong to reign over u*, God favc the King, Sir, 

Jjcnd him vidlorious, happy and glorious, 

Long to reign over us, Cod fate the King, Sir. 

May health and J>rofpcrity ever attend him, 

And both whig and toiy unite to defend him, 

May the fpirit faf loyalty ever incrcafc, Sir, 

Abroad give ns triumphs, at home give us peace, Sir, 

J he fpirit to maintain, let us indaiuly fiirg, Sir, 

In fpiie of all Jacobins, God fave the King, Sir, 

May cv’ry reformer, throughout this whole nation, 

Begin with himfeif the good reformation, 

And may the bloody progrtfs of French reTolution, 

1 each us how to value a good condicution, 

While with grateful hearts we caultingly Sir, ' 

Long to reign over us, God fave the King, Sir, 
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May athciftlc levellers be equally low, Sir, 

Who gladly the altar and throne overthrow, Sir, 

And may each loyal Subjed long join in this ftrain, Sir, 
God favc the King, and defend him from Paine, Sir, 
Send him viaorious, happy and glorious, 

Long to reign over us, God fave the King, Sir. 

T/je Cottage on the Moor. 

Sung by Mrs. F^ericet, at the Royal Circus. 

MY mam is no more, and my dad’s in his grave, 

Little orphans and fillers and I, fadly poor ; 

Indufiry our wealth, and no dwelling we have 

But yon neat little cottage that Hands on the moor. 

The lark’s early Song docs to labour invite, 

Contented, we juft keep the wolf from the door; 
And Phoebus retiring, trip home with delight 
To our neat little cottage that Hands on the moor. 

Our meals arc but homely, mirth fwcetens the cheer, 
Affedion’s our inmate, the gueft wc adore 
And heart cafe and health makes a palace appear. 

Of our neat little cottage that ftands oo the mw- 


THE FOWLER. 

Sung in the Magic Flute. 

I am a fowler blithe and gay, 

A merry fellow night and day, 

My name is held in great renowa. 
Throughout the land in every to;v». 
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Each ruftlc youth my pafilon tries; 
While frighted crcry obje<il flies, 
But mine is cv'ry ricigh’brfng bird. 
When my enchanting pipe is heard. 

I fpend my life in mirth and glee. 
For I have all you want, you fee, 
And yet my ever roiling mind 
Seeks greater happinefs to £ad. 

A lure for pretty girls I vvilh, 

Oh dear, how many then I’d fiih, 

For when I was to draw my line, 
The girls around would all be mine. 


SONG. 

Tunc—** Ally Croker.*’ 

UP and down, round about, all the flrccts 1 paraded, 

And zeen beaux who did’nt know their beauties were vaded; 
Their cuoatci war zoo cut away—breeches to expofe, zur. 
And heads zoo bevrizz'd—-curdles cover’d half their nofc, zur. 

Their cuoates war zoo, &c. 

Then the leadiei zoo drefs—they do bury all their chin, zur. 
Zoo lacM in the middle—to look taper and thin, zur,; 

While behind, hoops and all, they do need nothing moor, zur, 
But weight enow l# balance what they carry here avorc, zur. 

Behind, hoop'?, &c. 
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How 1 laugh'd O my sides, fo zee zome ladles walking 
All about vafl ailcep ! and what'i more, they were talking ; 

But in a dream, I fuppofe, vor all round about their heads sur, 
The curtains war drawn, juft as tho’ they war in bed zur. 

In a dream, &c. 

In the Crezzunt, ’tii as fine a place as ever I did zee, zur, 

The beaux Ihortcn paces with the belles to a tec, zur, 

Niddle, noddle, ta and fro—and to view each that pafTcs 
for vear there eyes (hould wear out, they do flare dro looking 
glaffes* (Mimics thdrmanners aulivardly) 

Niddle, noddle, &c. 

But pretending fhert zight, zarves a good turn enow, too 
They can auverlook thofe they don’t wifh to bow to. 

And at beauties can fquinny with their glaffes cock’d fo clofe, zur, 
Zometimes you would think, they war hook'd nofe by nofe, zur. 

At Beauties, &c. 

In the pump room vull cramm’d—’tis a zight vor to zee zur. 
And ftrangcr to tell, there all ranks do agree, zur, 

Vor like corks in a box, ftuck upright check by jowl, zur, 

Pufh but one, and bob goes the bodies of the whole, zur. 

Leek corks, 5cc. 

But what pleafed I the mauft, war to zee in Sne weather 
Vine volk ride about in them things made of leather; 

"While two men wid long polls—all the world like a brier, zur, 
Trot along with the corpse—ftuck an end in the air, 

Two men, &c. 

N 
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Now you’ll hardly beiicre, but you may j7 it plcafe ye, 

That I got a ride in one—*I thought *twas zoo eafy, 

Trot alang they did go—I went bibity bob zur. 

( X\/Iimles the chair 

And new and then, bang ’againft the zide went my nob, zur. 

Along they, &c. 

Eat an at once they did flop-becaufe they could not pafs, zur. 
And pop! I could not help it, went my noddle dro the glass, zar, 
Then (juite erverzet—dro the cafement they haul’d me, 

Dang it! I fliall never vsrget bow they maui’d me ! 

Quite overset, &c. 

AH about war fuch rachetiog, fuch rioting, and ringing, 

Zuch crying and laughing, and vidling, and zinging, 

And at night—here and there zivel leadieszoo pretty ! 
l>o zay—How d’ye do zur, whenever they do meet yc. 

At night, &c. 

At laft havinfT zeed all the zightj and^fine places, 

Zhops, baths, rooms, parades and a fight'of ftran’ge vaces, 

I thought I d tome here, tho’ my ta!e made ye laugh, zurs, 

To tell ye this aight pleafes I the heft by half, zurst 

( F’ic'i^'ing the Audience. 

I thought, &c. 

Now don’t ye, dread critics—fliew a fpark of ill nature, 

ATy wlOi is to pleafe—you may read in each feature, 

O thp pleafure of pleafing, my vvifa (lull be for ever* 

And you all to plcafs—be my conaant endeavour. 

The plcafurc of pleafing, &c. 
























SONG. 

By R. Cumberland, Efq. Sung by Mrs. Bland in tbs Sigbs. 

^TWAS in the foleinn midnight hour, 

' When all was dark around, 

When planets ftrike, and fpells have pow'r, 

And n)an drakes cleave the ground, 

I heard a voice, as from the tomb, 

The bell then beating one: 

“Adieu ! ” he cry’d “ I meet my doom; 

“ My life's lad fand is run *’ 

“Twas William’s voice, ^tivas William’s form, 

Wet from hi* wat’ry grave, 

*'I fink,’* he cryM, ’* amid the ftoenj, 

I fleep beneath the wave **— 

Starting, 1 rife and fnatch my gown, 

AndhadcQ to the fliore, 

I fee the gallant fliip go down, 

Bat fee my love no more. 
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Tit h I.daj time, as yon inow, 

^Rtl the coacli pretty crowded I drive. 

Put the heft /are of aH—gee ho! 
la to [ce my good friends ail alive- 

Ki-um tl idity-om, &c. 

Oh ? coold you hot fee what odd folks, 

I drive ir. my carriage and four; 

Why truly in fpite of all jokes. 

You’d laugh if you ne'er laugh'd before; 

For here is a poor little taylor 

."Squeaking cut for more room, pretry eft, 

Jiatl with his giil fits a failur. 

Who boodles poor Stitch up aloft. 

Ri-uai-ti idity-nm^ &c. 

Now here is old Shortweight the baker. 

And there is a vifg<iD from Wapping, 

^ftxt to her Iks a prim looking Quaker, 

With Bobby the beau, fam d for hopping- 
Then hcie is a city apprentice. 

And ihcie is a gentleman’s lacqaey ; 

'With Pull out the great puffing dentift, 

And the milliner’s mao, Maftcr jackey. 

Ri-um ti idity uni, &c. 

Then there is — Oh clear I how you fquecze ! 

With fiiambling jety the fawyer—- 
JLittle Snob, rather lame in Ids knees,* 

With a half of the Drvi! the lawyer; 
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But what are their callings to ;ne ? 

Or how they are cramniM, fo I drive oh ; 

Yet I carry fonie queer one», you fee, ' 

And in holiday' time all alive, oh. 

Ri-uni-tl-idity um, Bcc. 


Little Sally^s Wooden Ware, 
Sung by Mrs. Blank. 

COME buy poor Sally’s wooden ware^ 
"Who all for money barters, 

My pins, my toys, my shoe knots rare, 

My bodkins, lace, and garters, 

Full ciieap my various goods I fell 
Through village, ftreet and alley; 

In i.ondon, where I’m known full well,, 
hey call me little Sally. 

In London, &c. 

» 

Kow thus from town to town I ftray,. 
Light hearted free from forrow.| 

And when I c^t my meal to day, 

1 care not for to-morrow, 

i 

jSo tic’er again I’ll London fee, 

' But range each hill and valley;. 

Come fpend a trifle fir .with me. 

And think oai little 3ally* 
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A Bundle of Proverh. 

Surrj by Mr. J.Idnden, at Oovent Garden, 7'htatrc- 

MY name's Obadiah, a Quaker I am—(hum) 

I n fpirit a Hon, in figure a lamb : 

*Tis true, I can*t fing like the fmaru of chc town! (hum) 
But I nov» and then chant out a (lave of my own ; 

In Britain’s praife, 

My voice I II raife-^ 

May no foreign follies her fens bewitch !— /Tium ’) 

If the blind lead the blind both will fall in the ditch (hum ]) 

The French in their pride talk of conquering true 
But ’tis one thing to fay, and another to do ; 

Let them meet our brave tars, and they quickly retire, 
l^or 1 ve heard that burnt children dread forely the fire, 
They vaaniing .oar 
They’ll footi come o’er. 

And get us all under their claws in a trice; 

But you know noify cats very feldom catch mice, 

I own they’ve done much by their fighting and hurniog. 

But ^tis a long lane that has never a turning t 
They rail at ont laws, and religion, alas! 

Thofie ihouid sever throw (lones who have wiodoiirs cTglais, 
They proudly hoad 
Their conquering boll. 

To humble old England (ball foon be difpatch*d» 

reckon their xhkkcnt-beforc they're haichM, 



















In nunibcrfi t^cy greatly exceed us, 'tis cteai, 

Bnt two prtffed men’s not equal to one volunteer , 
lex vain they are ftrivin^j—mind not their alarms, 

Sure they’ll not Cnd u§ babes, tho* we’U all be in arms,, 
Yea, iaich and truth, 

I’m mov’d to wrath, 

Tricndi lend me thy weapon—and I for one, 

Will prove the old proverb as fare as a gun. 

Now, tho’ I’m a Quaker I don’t quake for fear, 

Tor a thoufand hoc words will not four good beer; 

Tf we firntly unite, we may laugh at their tricks. 

Let us mind the old tale of the bundle of (licks. 

In frieiid(hip’s bonds, 

Juio heart in hands. 

Let the fpirits of Englifiimen move us all f 
While the props ire firm the old houfe cannot fall. 



Bong by Mr. Davis, at Sadler’s Welle. 










For Fafhion or arts fhould you feek foreign parts, 

It matters not wherever you lan J, 

Jew, Chriftian, or Greek, the fame language they fpei.Ic 
That’s the language of Abraham Newland. 

Oh, Abraham Newland! 

Wonderful Abraham Newland ! 

Tho’ with compliments eranim’d, you may die and be d_d 

If you hav’n’t an Abraham Newland. 


The world Is inclin’d to think juftice is blind, 

Lawycrs.knovv very well they can view laud ; 

But, lord, what of that ? Ihe’il blink like a bat, 

At the fight of an Abraham Newland. 

Oh, Abraham Newland! 

Magical Abraham Newland 1 
Iho’jufticc ’tis known can fee through a Mill-flone, 

She can’t fee (ihrough an Abraham Newland 

Your patriots who bawl for the good of us all, 

Kind fouls! here like mulhrooms they ftrevv land j 
Tho loud as a drurn, each proves orator mum, 

Jf attack’d by fiout Abraham Newland. 

Ohi, Abraham Newland ! 

Invincible Abraham Newland! 

Noarguriicnt’s found in the world half fo found 
As the logic of Abraham Newland. 

The French fay they’re coming,iut fure they ^re humming 
I know what thpy want if they do land; 

We’ll make their ears ring, in defence of our kiflg» , 

©or country and Abraham Niwjand* * * 
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Oh Abraham Newland? 
Invincible Abraham NcwIaaJ! 
No tri cotourM elf, nor the devil himfelf, 
shall e’er rob u» of Abraham Ne^vland. 


When Jirst fiom KUhiiny. 

Suug by Mr Howell, at the Koyalty Theatre. 

WHEN fir ft come from Kiikcnny aafrefh a« a daif/, 

The girl* of our village all fwore I was crazy; 

Arrah, maid, wife, or vv id^, could never be aify. 

If once, joy, I cainein'hcr way 

And, it’s—Dear, dear, what can the matter be? 
oh, botheration, joy ’ what can the matter be ? 

Such a fellow as Cafey, they fwore, there could never be, 

Fur at romps, faith, I fpent the whole day. 

But foon as Mifs Jenny fell into my way. Sir 
As dull as a Iparrow 1 1 ambled all day; Sir, 

*1 ft rove to fpedk lohcr, but nothing could fay, Sir, 

But phililu, what is’t I ail! 

And—Dear, dear, what can the matter 
Oh, dear, wha;,can the matter he ? 

The neighbours all laughing, cried—What can the matter be? 
-R^urphy O Cafey looks pale. 







Our mi'nJs fcarcc made up, a rude prefs-gang affill d me 
And tho* I tipp’d them leg bail, my jewel, foon nail'd me; 
Genteel by the collar, along the ftrccts trail’d me ; 

And lodg d me a top of a Hiip 

Sj>eaij,) Where they left me, and half a dozen more, poked 
in a hen-coop, all alone by myfeif, iinging 
Dear, dear, what can the matter be ? 

Oh, muflia whack, honey, what can the matter he ? 

But what of all that, fare I’m now fife return’d from fea : 
W'a’n’t it a delicate trip. 


Th Disconsolate Sailor'^ 

WHEN.my money was gone that I gain'd in the wars. 

And the World gan to frown at my fate, 

"What matter’d my zeal, or my honoured kare, 

When indifference flood at each gate. 

The face that woa’dfmilc when my purfc was well lin’d 
^^hew’d a different afped to me, 

And when I could nought but ingratitude find, 

I hi’d once again to the fea, 

! thought it unwife to repine at my lot, 

To bear with cold locks on the fliore, 

So I pack’d up the triflmg remnants I’d got; 

And a. trifle, alas! was my ftore, 

A handkerchief^icld all the treafure I had, 

Which over my fhoulder I threw, 
i^Aw^y th#n I trudg’d with a heart rather fad, 

To join with fome jolly fhip'a crew. 


- A 




















The fea was lefs troubled, by far, than my mind. 

For when the wide main 1 furvey’d, 

I could not help thinking the world was unkind, 
And fortune a flippery jade. 

And 1 vow’d if once more I could take her In tow, 

I’d let the ungrateful ones fee, 

That the turbulent winds, and the billows could Hiew 
More kindnefs than they did to me. 


PROLOGUE SONG. 

f ■» 

Sung by Mr. Monden, in Five Thoufand a Year. 



THE times are gone by, 

When on floors next the j 
Cut off from the roall beef, port, and efaref, 
Poor poets would pipe, 

And invoke all the nine, 

To Infplre attic wit in a garret* 
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Now fnug in fir ft floor, 

He dcfires no more, 

Than to keep with decorum his ftatloir, 
And five thoufatid a year. 

He offers you here, 

For the favour of your approbation. 

An(J by what I can find. 

He has made up his mind. 

To wait with due patienec his meed ; 
He’ll fwallow the pill. 

For he fays, come what will. 
He ll be damn’d if he docs not fuccccd, 


The Heading of th: Lead. 

FOR England when, with favVing gale. 
Our gallant (hip up Channel ftcer’d. 
And fcudding under cafy fail. 

The high blue weftern land appear’d; 
To heave the lead the feaman fprung, 
And to the pilot checriy fung, 

By the deep—nine!” 

And bearing up to gain the port, 

Some well known objc<5t kept in view; 
An abbey-tower, an ha»-bonr fort, 

Or beacon to the veffel true; 

While oft the lead the feaman flung, 

And to the pilot cheerly fung, 

“ By the mark-^feven ! 
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Beautiful Kitty of Coleraine. \ 

Sung by Mr. J. Johnstons. 

AS the beautiful Kitty 
One morning was tripping 
■With a pitcher of milk to the fair of Coleraine, 

She look’d and Ihe ftumbled, 

The pitcher down tumbled, 

And all the fweet butter-milk watered the plain : 

The Devil take you now, 

*Tw'as looking at you now, 

Such a pitcher I never fliall meet with again! 

*Twas the pride of my dairy. 

Sure Barney O’Leary 

For a plague you were fent to the Girls of Coleraine. 

I then walk’d befide her, 

And gently did chide her, 

Why fuch an accident caufed fo much pain ; 

A kifs I then gave her, 

When going to leave her; 

She faid for fuch pleafurc ftie’d break it again : 

’Twas in hay-making feafon, 

I can’t tell the rcafon. 

Misfortunes will never come finglc, ’tis plain, 

For very foon after 
Poor Kitty’s difaftcr, 

1 he Devil a pitcher was left in Coleraine. 

Paddy Shannon and the cruel Widow Wilkins. 

Sung by Mr. J. Johnstone. 

PADDY Shannon high mounted on his trotting little poney, 
Set off in a gallop from Blackpool to Bandon road, 

To ogle Widow Wilkins, whom he courted for her money, 
When flopping at her dwelling he cried Wo, my love, Wa 
P 
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Beneath her bow window youn^ Shannon took his ftatlonj 
The ii'ght it was dark and he whlfpered yo, wo, 

Then foftly ferenading her with whack, now botheration, 
Mrs. Wilkins wont you marry rate—Oh! no Vity love, no. 
Mrs- Wilkins wont you marry me—Oh ! no my love, no 
Ah cruel Mrs Wilkins to refufe me would be hurried, 

My fpirits are fo high, my finances arc fo low, 

All the brafs in my pocket has mounted to my forehead, 
Widow Wilkins wont you marry me—oh no, my love, no. 
By the powers! bellowed Pat, Vviih jealoufy I quiver, 

I’m love-fick-with piftols to the Black-rork Til go, 

To fiioot my own dear image refledlcd in the river ; 

She figh’d in tender fympathy-Oh! go, my love, go, 

She waved her lily hand and cried—go, my love, go. 


0/jI tht Moments ^uere Sad, 

Sung by Mr. J Johnstone in the “Siege of Calais. 

OH ! the moments were fad when my love and I parted, 
Sa'vourneen deelifli Eilleen oge ! 

As I klfs’d off her tears, I was nigh broken hearted, 

Sa vourneen, &c. 

V7au was her cheek, which hung on my Thoulder, 

Damp was her hand—no marble was colder— 

Oh I felt that I never again fiiould behold her— 

Sa vourneen, &c. 

When the word of command put our men into motion, ’ 
Sa vourneen, &c. 

I buckled on my knanfack to crofs the wide ocean, 

Sa vourneen, 

Briiik were our troops, all roaring like thunder, 

Pleafed with the voyage, impatient for plunder_ 

But my bofom with grief was nigh torn aj^odcr, 

Sa vourneen, &c. 





















Long I fought for my country, far, far, from my truc-luvc, 
Sa vournecn, 

AU my pay and my booty I’ve hoarded for you love, 

Sa vournecn, &c. 

Peace was proclaim’d-efcap’d from tbf. flaughter, 

Landed at home, my fweet girl 1 fought her— 

But forrow, alas! to the cold grave had brought her» 

Sa vournecn, ^c. 


The tight Irish Bey, 

Sung by Mr. J. Jounstone in the Comic Farce of 

** HqNDST TkiEVES. ’ 





OH ! when I was chrifteuM ’twas on a fair day, 

And my own loving mother called me her dear joy, 
/nd that I w’as fo, v.-i.y (he always would fay 

A fmiling, beguiling, dutiful, bef.utilul, &c. ^c. 

O botheration, her own little bey. 

But when I grew up I was always in love : 

Variety’s pleafing and never can cloy ; 

So true to ten thoufand I ronllantly prove— 
^A'A’liglvng v dying, kneeling, llcaling, &c. &c. 

O botheration, a foad Irrfl; boy. 

For w’ar, love, or drinking, myfelf am tlic lad, 

Oh the wide wmld itfclf I d go nigh to deftroy; 
But a fup of the creature foon makes my heart glad, 
And then I’m a laughing, quaffing, fplafhing, 

O botheration, a tigh^ Iriffi boy. 

P » . 
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Sin^e then Pm Doomed, 

Sung by Mrs Stewart in '* The Spoiled Child.’* 

SINCE then I’m doom’d the fad revcrfe to prove, 

To quit each obje<5l of my infant care; 

Torn from an honoured parents tender love, 

And driven the keened, keeneft ftorms pffatc to bear: 
Ah ! but forgive me, pitied let me part ; 

Ah ! but forgive me, pitied let me part; 

Your frowns, too fure, would break my finking heart, 
Your frowns, too fure, would break my finking heart. 

Where e’er 1 go, what e’er my lowly ftate, 

Yet grateful mem’ry ftiall ftill linger here ; 

And when, perhaps you’re mufing o’er my fate. 

You ftill may greet me with a tender tear; 

Ah! then forgive me, pitied let me part, 

Your frov^us too fure would break my finking heart. 


Margery Grinder* 

Sung by Mr. J JoHNSTONEinthe grand comic Opera of 

“ Ramau Droog.” 

WHEN I was a nughty fmart boy, 

Young Msrgery came to our town, fir, - 
Oh ? how I was bothered with joy ! 

Like a kitten I fi ifked up and down, fir. 

Calling her my fweet pearl, and following after behind her, 

For licr black eyes no girl could match my fweet Margery 
Grinder, 

My Mother in vain bade me work, 

Nor work, eat, or fleep, could pocr Barney, 




















So fhs went to old Father O Rourice, 

Told her ftory and after feme bK mey— 

**Give tne advice,’' fays (he; ‘ No friend than you can be hinder, 
Father O’Rourhc a fneep’s eye had himfcU' caft. on Margery 
Grinder. 

What devil has go* in the place, 

The folks are all mad, criea my Mother ; 

For there’s Captain Dermoc TvTc. Sheanc, 

And that deaf Lawyer Patrick his brother, 

Thedy the purblind beau, and old O Donovan blinder, 

They’re dancing or hobbling all, after pert little Margery 
Grinder. 

This Father O'Rourke gravely-heard 

For grave was the Father though frilfcey— 

Mrs. LifFcy, fays he, take my word, 

(Buthe firft took si noggin of Whiflcey,) 

‘Barney will have the girl, catch her where e’er he can find her; 
So, by his advice I was married next day to fweet Margery* 
Grinder. 


Paddy 0 Flanntgin. 

As fung by Mr. J. Johnstone, at the Theatre Royalj 
Covent-Garden. 

*TWAS Paddy O’FIannigin fet out one morning 
From Dublin'sfwate city to London on foot,. 

In an old tattered jacket, all foppery fcorning. 

With a fiioe on his leg, and his neck in a boot. 

Muflia whack ! in no time he walk’d over the water, 

And foon fet his head upon England’s famed Ihore, 
Where for joy of.his fafety, while his ftomach did totterj, 
He fung Teddy O’Reilly, and Molly Afhtorc. 






Wid his phililu, hubbabboo, hugamanairnee, 

Mufha gra boderation, and fmalliloo bub. 

A place foon he got, when in London arrived, fir. 

To brufli up a gemman, and vi^ait on his coat, 

Where he foon Icarn’d to know that juft four beans made five, fir. 
And could tell you a tale with his tongue down his throat. 
How one day while Pat was his mafter attendirg 
In his ftudy, where letters around him did lay; 

When he begged hard for one to his friends to be fending. 

As ’twould fave him from writing, and be the beft way. 

Wid his phililu, &c. 

Soon after, being Cent with a balket and letter, 

Cramm’d full of live pigeons, to give to a friend ; 

Enraged at their fluttering, he thought it were better 
To fet them at large, and their mifery end. 

Then on, joy, he went to tlie place where dire<ftcd ; 

But the door had no knocker, fo what does he do 
Eait he knock d at the next; when the fervant attending, 

Pat cried, “ tis your knocker I want and not you.** 

Wid hisphiiilu, &c. 

Being brought ’fore the gemman, he gave him his note, 
Whofaid, in the letter here’s pigeons, find, 

*• By J -s !’• fays Pat, “ that’s a very good joke, 

For they fled from the balket, and left me behind” 

The gentleman fworc for their lofs he muft pay, 

Or on loofing his place for certain depend, 

Pat replied, ** to your offer I’ll not once fay nay, 

If you’ll be fo kind as the money to lend.” 

Wid my phililu, See. ^ 

Being pleafed with the joke, poor Pat got forgiven ; 

For though blunder on blunder, no harm was there in’t ^ 
And if he’s not dead, with his mafter he’s living, * 

And when out of humour, i$ always content. 















Nay, more, Paddy Flanni^gan joins In thewlfli, 

That the cares of our friends may foon find a decreafe, 
That the war may be drown’d on dry land with a filh, 
And the whole world in arms tafie the blcflings of peace. 

VVid my phililu, &c. 

Irish Song* 

Sung by Mr. J Johnstone in “ The Register Office;* 

AIY fweet pretty Mog, you’re as foft as a bog, 

And wild as a kitten, as wild as a kitten i 
Thofe eyes in your face,——(oh pity my cafe) 

Poor Paddy hath fmitten, &c. 

Far foftcr than filfc, and as fair as new milk 
Your lily white hand is, &g. 

Your fbape’s like a pail, from your head to your talFy 
You’re ftrait as a wand is, See.. 

Your lips red as cherries, and your curling hair is,. 

As black as the devil, &c. 

Your breath is as fweet too, as any potatoc. 

Or orange from Seville, &c. 

When dreft in your boddice, you trip like a goddc% 

So nimble, fo frifky, &c. 

A kifs on your cheek, (*tis fo foft and fo fleek) 

Would warm me like whilkey, &c. 

I grunt and I pine, like a pig or a fwine, 

Bccaufe you’re fo cruel, &c. 

No reft can I take, and allecp or awake, 

Ldream of my jewel, &c. 

Your hate then give over, pgr Paddy.lover 
So cruelly handle, &c. 

Or Paddy muft die, like a pig in a ftyc. 

Or fuuif of a catidle, &c. 
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L,et other Men Sing. 

Sung by Mr. J. Johnstone in “Love a-la-Mode.'* 

LET other men ling of their GoddelTes bright, 

That darken the day and enliven the night ; 

I fing'bf a woman . but fuch flefli and blood, 

A touch of her finger would do your heart good. 

With my fal, lal, lal, Sue, 

Ten |ime8 in each day to m)r charmer I come, 

To le'll her my paffion, but can’t I’m ftruck dumb; 

For Cupid he feizes my heart by furprize. 

And my tongue falls afleep at the fight pf her eyes. 

Her little dog Pompey’s my rival, I fee ; 

She kiffes and hug* him, but frowns upon me : 

Then pr’ythee, dear Charloctje, abufe not your charms, < 
Inftead of^ a lap-dog, take me to your arms. 

He JLoves and Rides A'zvay, 

Sung by Mrs. Stewart, 

AT the Baron of Mowbray’s gate was feen, 

A page with a courfer black ; 

There came out a knight of noble mien. 

And he leap*d on the courfer’s back ; 

His arms were bright, his heart was light,. 

And he fang this merry lay; 

“ How jollily lives a fair young knight, 

“ He loves and. rides away.’* 

A lady look’d over the caftic wall. 

And {he heard the knight thus fing, 
















The lady's fears began to fall. 

And her hands (he began to wring; 

“ And did’ft thou then thy true love plightf 
“ And was it but to betray, 

Ah tarry awhile my own dear knight, 

In pity don’t ride away.’* 

The knight of her tears he took no heed, 
While fcornful laugh’d his eye, 

He gave the fpur to his prancing fteed, 

“ Good bye, fweetheart, good bye, 

And foon he vanifhed from her fight 
While Ihe was heard to fay, 

** Ah ladies beware of a fair young knight. 
He'll love and he’ll ride away. 


Toung Donald: 

WHEN fir ft you courted me, I ow'n 
I fondly favoured you ; 

Apparent worth and high renown, 

Made me believe you true, Donald, 

Each virtue then feem’d to adorn 
The man efteem'd by me ; 

But now the malk’s thrown off, I fcorn 
To wafte one thought on thee, Donald. 

Oh ! then for ever hafte away 
Away from love and me ; 

Go feek a heart that’s like your own, 

And come no more to me, Donald. 

For I’ll referve rnyfelf alone 
For one that’s more like me ; 

If fuch a one I cannot find, 

ril fly from love and thee, Donald. 
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Thefwset link Girl that I Love : 

MY friends all declare that my time, is mifpent, 
While in rural retirement I rove ; 

I afk no more wealth than dame Fortune has fept, 
But the fweet little Girl that I love, 

1 he rofe on her check’s my delight, 

She’s foft as tijc down on the dove. 

No lilly was ever fo white, 

As the fweet little Girl that I love. 

*? ho* humble my cot, calm content gilds the fccne, 
For my fair one delights in my grove, 

And a palace I'd «juit for a dance on the gfeen 
With the fweet little Girl that I love. 

The fweet little Girl, &c. 

No ambition I know but to call her my own, 

No fame but her praife wifli to prove ; 

My happinefs centers in Mary alone, 

She's the fweet little Girl, that I love. 

The fweet little Girl, &c. 


Ache 0 ! - Jche 0 / 

Sung by Mr. Munden, at Covent-Garden Theatre. 

WHEN the moon ihines o’er the deep, 

AclcceO!--Ackee Q I 

And whiiker’d Dons are fad allcep, 

Snoring fad afleep; 

From their huts the. Negroes run. 

Full of frolic, full of fun, 

Holiday to keep. 


















’Till morn they dance the merry round, 
To the fife arid cymbal, 

See fo brifle,' 

How thcy frilkr7 
Airy, gay, and nimble ! 

With gefturcs antic. 

Joyous, frantic, 

Ackee O i—-Ackee O ! 

To the Cymbal’s found. 

Black lad whiipers ^o black lafs 
Ackee O !—Ackee O ! 

Glances fly betwieen them pafs 
Of beating hearts to tell. 

Though noblufli can paint her cheek. 
Still her eyes the larigriage fpeak 
Of paffion quite as f^rell, 

’Till morn, &c. 



Alone ly the light oj the Moon* 

The day is departed, and round from the cloud 
The moon in her beauty appears ; 

The voice of the Nightingale warbles aloud 
The mufic of love in our ears : 

Maria appear ! now the fcafon fo fweet, 

With the beat of the heaVt is in tune ; 

The time is fb tender for lovers to meet,' 

Alone by the light of the moon. 

I cannot when prefent, unfold what I feel; 

1 flgh——can a lover do more ? 

Her name to the fliephcrds I never reveal, 

Yet I think of her all the day o’er 












Marla, my love, do you long for the grove ? 

Do you figh for an interview foon ? 

Does e’er a kind thought run on me, as you rare 
Alone by the light of the moon ? 

Your name from the fliepherds whenever I hear. 
My bofom is all in a glow ; 

Your voice when it vibrates fo fweet thro’ mine ear, 
My heart thrills——my eyes overflow. 

Ye powers of the Iky! will your bounty divine 
Indulge a fond lover his boon ? 

Shall heart fpring to heart and Mar’a be mine, 
Alone by the light of the moon ? 


Widow Waddle, 

Sung by Mr. Grimaldi, in “Cassowar,” at SadlerV Wd's. 

MRS. Waddle was a widow, and (he got no little gain ; 

She kept a tripe and trotter (hop in Chickabiddy Lane; 

Her next door neighbour, Tommy Tick, a tallyman was he, 
And he ax'd Mrs, Waddle juft to take a cup of tea. 

With a tick a tee, tick a tec, &c. 

Mrs. Waddle put her chintz on, and fent for Sammy Sprig, 
The titivating barber, to frizify her wig ; 

*3 ommy Tick he dreff'd in pompadour, with double channerj 
pumps, 

And look d when he d his jazy on, juft like the jack of trumps. 
With a tick a tee, tick a tec, &c. 

Mrs. Waddle came in time for tea, and down they fat together, 
They talk’d about the price of things, the fafhion, and the weather] 
She ftaid to fupper too, for Tomm^ Tick without a doubt 
Was none of them that axes you Ho tea and turn 'em out' 
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Thus Tommy Tick he won her heart and they were mamcd 
faft, 

But all fo loving were at firft, ’twas thought It could not lafl; 

They’d words, and with a large cow-heel Ihc gave him fuch a 
wipe, 

•And he returned the compliment with half a yard of tripe. 
With a tick a tee, tick a tee, &.c. 

She took him to the juft ice fuch cruelty to ceafe, 

Who bound the parties over to keep the public peace ; 

But Mrs Tick, one day inflamed with max and muggy weather, 

She with a joint-ftool broke the peace and Tommy’s head 
together. 


The Loves of Airs, FUn and the Bold Dragoon, 

Sung by Mr. J, Johnstone. 

THERE was an ancient dame, and (he loved a neat young man 

And flic feldoni got fly looks at him, but fomclimes through 
her fan ; 

With her winks and blinks, this waddling Minx, her quizzing 
glafs, her leer, and fidle, 

Oh! flie loved this bold Dragoon, and his long fword, faddic 
bridle. Whack. 

She had a rolling eye, its fellow it had none, 

Would you know the reafon why, ’twas becaufe (he had but one 

With her winks and blinks, this waddling Minx, flie could no^ 
let her one eye idle, 

Oh! (he leer’d at this Dragoon, with his long fword, faddlc, 
bridle, Whack. 
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l^ow he was tJill atKl flhn, (he (hort and fquab was grown, 

And he look’d juft like a mile in length, and (he like a mile 
- ' ftotje; 

\ylth ht-T wijdis and blinks this watldling.Minx, (he could not 
keep her one eye idle. 

Oh ! (he (igU’d to this Dragoon, Blefs your long fword, faddle, 
bii'jlQ, hack. 

Soon he led unto tlte church the charming Mrs. Flin, 

Who a vvaljiut ought have cracked between her lovely nofc and 
. • . chiq; 

Wijh her Winks and b'inks, this waddling Minx, away to church 
(he then did fidle 

As the bride of this dragoon, with his long fword, faddle^ 
bridle, Whack. 

In feaVee Ji twelvemonth after he laid her under ground. 

So he chuck’d the onion from his eye and touched ten thou- 
faiid pound ; 

With her winks and biinks, her money chinks, he could not let 
her cafh lie^ idle, 

So long life to this Dragoon, with his long fword, faddle, bri¬ 
dle, Whack. ^ 


JS^one can L,onje like an Trijhman* 

As Sung by Mr. J. JoiiNs roNE. 

The Tnrban Turk who feorns the world, 
May ftrut about wi»h his wlAers curl’d. 
Keep an }u\^ndred vivrrs under lock and key. 
For nobody elfc bu^ hvnifelf to fee. 

And long may Ue look for his Alcoran, 

Before he can love like an IriHiiiian, 3cc. &c. 



















l*he gay Monfieiir a flave no more, 

The folcmn Don, the foft Seignior, 

The Dutch Mynhier fo full of pride, 

The Rulfian, Pruflian, Swede befide ; 

I’hey all may do what e’er they can, 

But they ne*cr can love like an Irishman, &c. &Cf 

The London folks themfelves beguile, 

And think they please in a capital ftile. 

But let them afk, as they crofs the ftreet. 

If any young girl they fhould chance to meet, 

And I’ll warrant flie’ll fay from behind her fan, 
That none can love like an Irifliman, &c. &c. 


Paddy's return to BalUnafad, 

Sung by Mr. J Johnstone. 

IN Ireland fo frilky, with fweet fun and whifkey, 
We managed to keep care and forrow ab^of. 

Our whirligig revels made all the Blue Devils 
Fly out with the fmoke through a hole in the roof; 
But well I remember, one foggy Noveml^er, 

My mother cried, go make your fortune, my lad ; 
Go bother the Ninnys, clear out of their|Guinea<,— 
Away then I feampered from Bailinafad. 

In fearch of promotion, I fail’d the wide ocean, 

Got fiiipwreck’d and murdered and fold as a flave; 
Over mountains and rivers got batter'd to fllivers, 
And oft met on land with a watery grave, 

But now fafe on dry land—in this little Iflatld, 
With Whilkey and Beauty, I’ll make my heart glad. 
Then to fweet flowing Liffy fm of ui a giffy, 

With a Whack for old Ireland and Bailinafad* 
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Now free from reration in this bleffed nation, 

Ones more IVIr. Koony'l! revifit your fhore, 

‘VVherc I II flourifli fo gaily my fprig of Shillclah, 

Oh long life to the land where there's pleafurc galore , 
i\nd then all my couiius will run out by dozens. 

Ana out too will hobble old Mammy and Dad, 

And at dtimcr they’ll treat you to mealy potatoe. 

And whifkey diftill’d at fweet Ballinafad. 

?vTy fweer Irifb beauty, your fkin’s rather footy, 

With fun and fandango will join in your jigs. 

Should fhe cry in a titter the room’s in a litter. 

My darling fiys 1, 'tis a litter oj pig^, 

Then the girls they will wriggle and congee and giggle 
And caper all round us as if they were mad. 

While the bells of the fteeple fiiall ring to the people, 
Huzza for you Paddeen and Ballinafad. 


Paddys Dream. 

My grandmother, Judy, had oft made me wonder 
Such marvellous ftories of ghofts (he’d relate ; 

Mow they’d fpeak, arrah honey, much louder than thunder 
Till, by J-—-s d’ye fee, joy, (He hoddered my pate; 

So the Phantafmagoria being much the fame thing, Sir, 
Tike a madman, to fee it, I ftraight ran away ; 

Where the fpalpeens they got me fo fnug in a firing, Sir, 
That they coax’d me, agrah, juft two thirteens to pay, 
Wid my gramachrec, dideroo fmilliloo huh, 

Mufha whack, Ally Croker, and Sally Mac Gee. 

Not a thing could I fee when I entered the plaifh, Sir, 

So I look’d with my fift, honey, where I might fit r 

'Till a poft, unjonteel, run its head in my face, Sir, 

And boddef'd my fenfes, agrah, for a bit •' 
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But the fhow once begun beat my grandmother bolIoWj 
They were now fmali as giants, then big as a fpan, 
But the Turk, muHia gra, vvid his damnable fwallow, 
Made me think he might eat me, and fo oif I ran. 

Wid my gramachree, &c. 

Got home, 1 in no time at all wtot to bed, Sir, 

But IHll on thofe fpedres my fancy did keep, 

And fuch comical whimlies kick’d up in my head, Sir, 
That made me get up, and walk out In my fleep. 

I thought that Outh’s hill to a giant had changedy Sir, 
And to wreftle with him did me llrongly invite ; 

In a cafe now like this, fure, it was not Itrangt, Sir, 
That I chofe, joy, much rather to run than to tightr 
Wid my gramachree, &c. 

He followed me down Hairs, agrah, in a jifTcy, 

And to catch me he gave a moH damnable, Hride, 
When finding rnyfeif on the banks of the LifiTy, 

I jun.p'd in, and fwam ’till I reach'.d t oci\et fide. 

The chill of the water foon made me awake, Sir, 

When, fait, a deletHable figuie I cut, 

For I d made, arrah fait, a mod curious miftake, Sir, 
And, inftead of the Liffcy, jumped into u but. 


*Teagus^s trip f. om London to Duhltn* 

My name, fure is Teague, now in Connr4Ught was born, Sir, 
’Bout three or four months after moth r was 'ved 
And yet, for all that, lucli a thing as a horn, Sir', 

Kc’er popp d, d ye mind, in my daddy s vvife head. 

To be fure he juft grumbled, but Judy faid ftniliog, 

( Och, (he knew pretty well how the old one to tisece,) 





** When two pull tofrcther, joy, like us fo loving, 

“ In matters like this, ^tis but four rnontbs a piece." 

Wid my phililu, bodderoo, whack, joy, fo friiky, 

Like kittens they hugg’d, and cried, coojling ma gree ; 

Then mugg’d themfelvcs over a jug of good whilkey^ 
fung bodderoo, fmalliluh, huh, gramachrce. 

Grown up, to be fure, I mud e'en ape my betters, 
i^nd travel to London to fee foreign parts; 

When promifing dad, joy, a Lid full of letters, 

I packed up my tatters, which near broke his heart. 

Then foddering my brogues I fet off in full trot, Sir, 

Och, 1 left our mud Edifice, joy, far behind ; 

^nd foon I arrived at this very fame fpot, Sir, 

Where I favv fights would do a man good that was blind, 
Wid my phililu, bodderoo, whack, joy, fo frilky, 

Sure I got jowl’d about by each objea Td meet, 

When thinking, agrah, they were all drunk with vvhifky, 
What a fiiamc ’tis cried I, they don’t widen the ftrect. 

My ftomach, poor creature for hunger did dance, Sir, 

But devil a morsel of grub met my eye, 

*Iill walking along a foup-feller, by chance, Sir, 

In a plaiih called St Giles’s I chanced to efpy; 

There was herrings, and Murphies, hogs puddings and fwipc, 

Sir, 

With every thing else that v/asdecent and good; 

Och, the fight to be fure, brought a fit of the gripes, Sir, 
And I bundled down ftairs juft as faft as I could, 

Wid my phililu, bodderoo, whack! joy, fo frilky, 

My hoftefs, at night, ftiewed me up to a bed, 

Where a troop of big blackguards o’er run me fo brilkly, 

Bait I thought they would tofs me out heels over head* 











The Invlfible Girl, the Park and Great Gun, Sir, 

Pam^rama, the Uproar, I fct off to view ; 

Saw the invafion at Aftley’s, wid plenty of fun, Sir j 
At the Circus, our tars haughty Frenchmen fubdue^ 

Then I turned iTome to fnooze, nor till morn did I wake, Sir, 
When thinking, my hoftefs, the reckonuig to pay, 

Och, I found out, agrah, fuch a barefaced miftake, Sir, 

Fait, my pocket was pick'd and the cash run away; 

Wid my phililu, bodderoo, gay as a kitten. 

To fettle the fcore, fure, I fold her my brogues, 

Then my (lockings pulled off, of my grandmother’knittings 
And to fove them, walk’d bare-foot along the high road* 


The Willow Tret. 

©H take me to your arms, my love, for keen the wind doth blow. 
Oh take me to your arms, my love, for bitter is my woe. 

She hears mo not, Ihe cares not, nor will (he lift to me, 

While here 1 lie, alone to die, beneath the Willow Tree* 

My love has wealth and beauty, the rich attend the door j 
My Love has wealth and beauty, aud 1 alas, am poor : 

The Ribband fair that bound her hair, is all that’s lefoto mc; 
While here I lie, alone to die, beneath the Willow Tree. 

1 once had gold and filver, T thought ’em without end, 

I once had gold and filver, I thought I had a friend ; 

My wealth is loft, my friend is falfc, my love he dole from me^ 
And here I lie, alone to die, beneath the Willow Tree* 






Wandering Mary* 

BLEAK blows the ftorm upon that breaft, 

Whofe guest is life confuming forrow ; 

Oh ! take me to fome place of reft. 

Where I may flumber ’till to-morrow. 

You view my face, it once was fair, 

At leaft fo faid my charming Harry; 

But he is gone and black dei'pair 
, Is all that’s left to wandering Mary. 

No thief am I, as fome alledge, 

1 hough fore hath cold and hunger tried me; 

I pluck the hawberry from the hedge, 

When human aid is oft denied me ; 

But hufti, my babe, though large the load, 

Of woes that we arc doom’d to carry, 

Within fome cold grave’s bleak abode, 

You’ll fweetly fleep with wandering Mary., 

Garland of Love, 

Sung by Mrs. Stewart, in the Mclo Dramc of « tekeli 

Oh, fweet are the flowers that grow by yon fountain. 

And fweet are the cowllips that fpangic the grove. 

And fweet is the breeze that blovva over the mountain, 
But fweeter than thefe is the lad that I love, 
ril weave a gay garland, 

A frelh flowing garland. 

With rofes and Lillys, 

And fweet DafFodillys 

To give to the lad my heart tells me I love. 














It was cJowrt In the vale where the fweet Torza gUiilng, 
In murmuring ftreams rippled through the dark grove ; 
1 own that I felt all wy paffions confiding, 

To cafe the fond pang of the lad that I loved. 

111 weave &c. 


Paddy O*Blarney, 

It's my country you’d know, Tm an Trifiiman bora. 

And they chriftened me Paddy O’Blarney, 

In hay-making time I fiept over one morn. 

All the way from the Lakes of Killarney ; 

Turn’d my hand to juft whatever came in the way, 

To be fare when the fun Ihined I did not make hay — 

Well then, you know the wives and daughters of the far- 
aters wont,—well they wont— 

Have plenty of caufe to remember day, 

When firft they faw Paddy O’Blarney. 

Then what does 1 do? the next calling I fecks. 

Ah ! the world for the Lakes of Killarney, 

1 cries mackrcl alive, that were caught for fix weeks, 

Ah I let alone Paddy O’Blarney. 

Then frcfii gathered ftrawberries so found and fo fwecC 
With juft half a dozen at top fit to to cat— j 

** Ah! madam, you need not examine them, blefs youf 
two good-looking eyes, they are full to the bottom, paper ind 
all. « Well ril truft to you—-I dare fay you wont cheat 

t So I coaxes her up, and herfelf makes the cheat, 

Ah ! fait, let alone Paddy O’Blarncy. " 
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Next turned & chairman, and got a good job, 

Ah ! the wprld for the Lakes of Killarney: 

I harrangued at a famous eltdlion the mob, 

Ah ! let alone Paddy O Blarnev. 

Then t6 fee h(^ his honour and I did cajole, 

He knocked down his flats with words, and I mine with 
my pole/— 

Then you know when they came to chair him, I was no 
longer you fee, an odd man, for there was a pair of chairmen. 

And fure fuch a pair waa ne'er seen by my foul. 

As his honour and P ddy O’Blarney, 

But this iK)tion of greatnefs w^as none of the worfl. 

Ah ! the world for the flakes of Killarney, 

Having played fccond fiddle, I thought Td play firfl. 

Can't you let alone PaeiJy O’Blarney: 

So, fwcaring to plunder, and xiever to fqueek, 

I my qualification took out and turned greck~ 

Ah ! to be fufe w4 did not make a pretty dovehoufe of our 
Pharaoh B.ink--Let mefee, wc pigeoned, ay and plucked them 
completely too— 

Foui tradtfmen and fix bankers clerks in one week. 

Will you let alone Paddy O Blarney. 

A big man in all circles fb gay and polite, 

h ! the world tor the Lakes of Killarney, 

I found one, who iarnt grown up jolmen to write, 

Juft to finifh gay Paddy O Blarney- 
ifirft, Iarnt my name, ’till fo fond of it grown ; 

I d don t fay I’d better have let it alone— 

But by my foul and concience it had like to have finlfhed ma 
in good earneft, for you fee, I jull wrote— . 
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Another jolman’s fignature ’flead of my own, 

What a devil of a Paddy O’BIarney. 

But fince the fates did chufc for to noofe me that day, 

Ah! the world for the Lakes of Killarney, 

With a Venus of ninety, 1 next ran away, 

What a fine dafiiing Paddy O’BIarney : 

So marriage turned out the heft noofe of the two, 

The old foul's gone to heaven, I’m as rich as a Jew— 

So that if any jolman has an occafion for a friend, or a lady 
for a lover, or, in fiiort, if any body (hould wifii to be difen- 
cumbered of the uneafinefs of a wife, or a daughter, or a purfc, 
or any fuch kind of civil fervice, that can be performed— 

By a gentleman at large that has nothing to do,. 

Let me recommend Paddy O’BIarney. 



The Groves of Blarney, 

The Gtbves of Blarney, they look fo charming 
All by the purling of fweet filent brooks, 

And banked with pofies, that fpontaneous grow therc> 
Planted in order in the fweet Rockclofe ; 

’Tis there’s the daify and fweet carnation, 

The blooming pink and the rofe fo fair, 

The daffodilly, befides the gilly 
' Flowers that adorn the fweet Rockclofe. 

»Ti 3 I ady Jeffreys that owns this flation, 

Idke Alexander or Helen fair •, 

There's no commander throtighout the nation 
For emulation to her can compare- 







She has caftles round her that no nine pounder 
Should dare to plunder her place of (Irength, 

But Oliver Cromwell he did her pummell, 
y^nd made a breach in her battlement. 

There are gravel walks there for recreation 
And eonverfation in fweet folitude ; 

’Tis there the lover majr hear the dove or 
The gentle plover in the afternoon ; 

And if a lady would be fo engaging 
To walk alone in thefe fliady boughs, 

’Tis there the courter he may tranfport her 
Jn fomc dark fort, or under ground. 

For 'tis there’s the cave where no day-light cuter?, 
But cats and badgers for ever breed. 

And mofs by nature that makes it fwceter 
Than a coach and fix or a bed of down ; 

*Tis there s the lake that is Ilored with perches*, 
And comely eels in the verdant mud, 

Befidc the leeches and groves of beeches 
Standing in ranks to guard the flood. 

There are ftatues gracing, this noble place in, 

All heathen goddtfTcs fo fair. 

Bold Neptune, Plutarch, and Nicodemus, 

All (landing in the open air 
So novv to finiib this brave narration. 

That my poor geni could not entice. 

But were I Homer or Nebuchadnezzar, 

’Tis in every feature i’d make it fliine. 
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^he Paper of Chocolate, 

Sung by Mr. J. Johnstone, 

PADDY O’Snap had a flippery paw-, 

And a devil's own fliare of audacity. 

His fingers he laid on whatever he faw, 

His fingers, &c. 

For nothing could Ycape his rapacity, 

Pacity, pacity, pacity, 

For nothing, &c. 

A nice Seville orange.once cai^|n his view, 

As for ftealing he made quits a^^^e of it. 

When aiked with his prize what ho^eant for to d# 
When afked, &c. 

Says he, I will make Lemonade of it, 

Hade of it, nadc of it, nade of it. 

Says he, &c. 

One morning he longed for a delicate meal. 

For of cafii very low was his flock o’late. 

Without begging or buying he ventured to deal 
Without begging, &c. 

From the grocer a paper of Chocolate, 

Ocolate, ocolate, ocolate, 

From the grocer, &c. 

When to Father O’Farrell his fault he confeffed, 
Requefting he nothing would fiy of it, 

Arrah what did you with it you rogue, faid the prisft, 
Arrah what &c. 

Pleafe your rev’rence, faid he, I made tea of it 
1 ea of it, tea cf it, tea of it. 

Please your rev’rence, &c. 

R 
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Sally Roy, 

Sung' by Mf, 

’t) 

FAIR Sally, once the village prid^^ 

Lies cold swid \tSn irt yonder va41cy | 

She loft her lover, and (he dkd; 

Grief broke the heart of gentltf 
Young Valient was the hero’s name, 

For early valour fir’d the boy; 

Who bartered all his love for fame, 

And killed the hopes of Sally Roy. 

Swift from the arms of weeping love> 

As raged the war in yonder valley, 

He rufli’d, his martial power to prove. 
While faint with fear fui^ ioYely 
At noon fiie fatv the youth depai't. 

At eve ffie lost her datling 
iEre night the laft throb of het^ heiai^t 
Declared the fate of SalPy Roy. 

I’he virgin train in tears are fireti. 

When yellow moon-light fills the valley, 
Slow ftealing o’er the dewy green, 

Towards the grave of gentle Sally, 

And while remembrance wakes the ligh, 
Which weans each feeling heart from joy, 
7*he mournful dirge, afeending high, 

Bewails the fate of Sally Roy. 












The Wealth of the Co*ta^e, 

A BLESSING unknown to ambition or 
Which fortune can never abate, 

To wealth and to fplendour tho’ often denied, 
Yet on poverty deigns to await 

That bleffing, ye powers, oh ! be it ray lot. 
The choiceft beft gifts from above, 

Deep fixed in my heart never fhall be forgot, 
That the wealth of the cottage is love. 

Whate’er my condition, why fliould I repine, 

By poverty never diftrefsM, 

Exulting I telt W'nar a ticit»urc was mine, 

A treafur^ ei^tfiirincd in niy hreaft. 

That blcfTing, &c. 


Tin f^ew Rofa» 

By Thomas Moore, 

CANS’T thou lay f^rowellj loxe ? 

.frt)nii ^nsa part, 

Rofa’s tears fhall tell, love. 

The anguilh of her he^r^. 

I'll (till be thifle, 

TJhpu l^^It fie niine, 

4'II (love thee, tfio* we fejcer; 

Thep fay cs^p l^r-r-re’p.r c^afe to figh, 
Or ce^fe t^o Ipve- > *w np nev^r! 

R a 












i88 


Wilt thou thinlc on wc, love? 

When I’m far away ; 

I will think on thee,love, 

Nevor— ■never dray. 

ril ftill be thine, See. 

liCt not others wiles, love. 

Steal thy heart aWay • 

Think on Rofa’s fmile, love, 

Kofa far away, 

I’il dill be thine, &c. 


I/Tr, Clark and his Bacon* 

Sung by Mr. Fawcett, at Covent-Garden. 

THE fpruce Mr. Clark 
Was a young Eflex fpark, 

A farmer uxorious and rich ; 

He loved, dearly as his life, 

Fried bacon and his wife, 

And, fays he—* My duck, we’ll claim the flitch,' 

Mrs. Clark, (’twas in bed) 

Loved bacon, flie faid, 

But fhe vowed flie’d no more fee it fpoH’d ; 
Crying—* Clark, you’re much midakeih 
If you thinks to fry that bacon, 

I hifijls that every bit fhall be boiled.' 











Clark, tho* 'twas night, 

Jmiip’d in Ued bold upright, 

Q^ite at his rib hy his fide ; 

fa,y.8 he,T-‘ Nipvy mpdani, uiapk. 

Thp* ! ipMe y^u, Mts, ^Urk, 
i!ii be if ^ (‘^y 4** 

The di^pte r;^p fo higb, 

’Twixt a boil and a fry, 

That Clark, tho’ he argued it roundly, 

Put an end to all turmoiling, 

As to frying or boiling. 

By Ifcijling Mrs. Clark very foundly. 

Thefe turtles, no dcwl^t,, 

Very foon found out, • 

Tliat tlveir claim to the flitch muft be fliakearj ; 
They had children blithe as larks. 

But ail the little Clarks 
“^ure n^acked \ikd6h a rafher of bAcqtt. 


0'Ga!JiJgJ)fir*s Qourtfiipf 

Sung by IVI^. J. Johnstone in the Travellers.^ 

O WHAT a dainty fine-tjbiry? is the girl 1 love, 

She fits my knuckle ^8 t^ght as a Lim’xjck glo)^e ;. 

If that I had her dpivp by you* afopntain-fide, 

’Tis there I would afk her if (he becoine nay bra^e. 

Thc fkin on her face is as red aa Eve’s apple, 

Her pretty round waid w ith my arms I’d foon grapple, 

But when that 1 afic’d her for leave juft to follow her, 

SJic.cock’d up her nofc, and cry’d,—“ No, Mr^ O’Gallagher, 

R 3 
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Oh, Cicely, my jewel, the dicken’s go with you, why 
If that you’re cruel, its down at your feet I’ll lie ; 

Cafe your hard-hearted I’m melted to Ikin and bone, 
Sure you d me pity to fee me both grunt and groan. 
Ent all I could fay her hard heart could not mollify 
Still fhe would titter, and giggle, and look fo (hy, 
Then, with a frown, I'm defined not to follow her j 
Is'nt this pretty ufage for Mr. O’Gallagher ? 

’Twas at Ballingally, one Eafter, I met with her. 

Into Jem Garvey’s I went, where I sat with her, 

Cicely my jewel, if that you W’ould be my own, 

Soon father Euke he will come, and he’ll make us one: 
On hearing of this, how her eyes they did glifier bright. 
Cicely, my jewel, I’ll make you my own this night, 
When that fhe found me determined to follow her, 

I’m your s then, fhe cried, fweet Mr. O’Gallagher. 


D^ar Creaturesi zee carJt Live zeitheut them. 

Sung by Mr. J. Johnstone. 

OK! nothing in life can fadden us. 

While we have wine and good-humour In ftorej. 
With this and a little of love to madden us 
Shew me the fool that can labour for more! 
Come, then, bid Ganymede fill every bowl for you, 
Fill them up bumpers, and drink as I call; 

I m going to toaft every nymph of my foul for you,, 
Ay, on my foul. I'm in love with them all! 

Dear creatures, we can't live without them, 
They’re all that is fweet and feducing to man, 
Looking, fighing about, and about them. 

We dost on them, die foe them, all that we can. 









Here*8 PLillis, whofe innocent bofom, 

Is always agog for fome novel defires 
To-day to get lovers, to-morrow to lofe themj. 

Is all that the innocent Phillis requires. 

Here’s to the gay little Jeffy, who fimpers, 

So vaftly good humour’d, whatever is done;^ 

She’ll kifs you, and that, without whining or whimper^ 
And do what you pleafe with you, all out of fun. 

Dear creatures, 

A bumper to Fanny,—I know you will fcorn her, 
Bccaufe flie s a prude, and her nofe rs fo curl’d ; 

But if ever you chatted with Fan in a.corner, 

You’d fay, flie’s the beft little girl in the world. 
Another to Lyddy, ftill ftruggling with duty. 

And afleing her confcience ftill, “ whether flie fliould 
While her eyes, in the filent confeflion of beauty, 

Say, only for fomething I certainly would.’* 

Dear creatures, &c. 

Fill for Chloe, bewitchingly fimplo, 

Who angles the heart, without knowing her lure 
Still wounding around, with a blufti or a dimple, 

Nor feeming to feel that flie alfo could cure ! 

Here’s pious Sufan, the faint, who alone, fir, 

Could ever have made me religious outright 
For, had I fuch a dear little faint of my own, fir, 

I’d pray on my knees to her half the long night; 

Dear creatures, &c. 


Pat and the Audioneer, 

FROM the land of potatoes poor Paddy you fee, 

Who crofs’d from Port Patrick to Donaghadee, 

And as chance d’ye fee got me, fo chance fet me down,. 
From my legs, my own horfes, In great London towD» 











Sjf$hn-^Yts, T fct (Iow(i ft^pi piy q^n le^, the fifcly c^triige I 
ever rode on, or any of my family, except i^iy gr^nidfather 
Teddy Mon^lu^p, and he ^ya^ called the qpe cy\\ Noddy- 
driver ; well no ojptter, 1 ip Lpndop, -and fome curious 
things I hare fecn ip itrrbfid luck tp the Apd^ipqeer whqJold 
me a pewter w^tch fpr a ftlver ppe! >yuli his 4<r-n'd going, 
a going, and hijj,—vvhack fal de r^l—whs^ f^l 41 dp ral, 
mufha;gi\a whpof. 

But the next tjme I went by misfortune grown wife, 

Says he.they’re all bargains; fays I, its all lies. 

Going, going,-’ fays he, ” my good folks bid away.'* , 

“ Then,” fays 1,‘ Sir,.I bid.'~i‘ what ? M I bid you good day.’* 

Bad lu^cjc to you, you b^^ trotter, fays I, jppk the 
filver watch,yp,u fold n>e tpep’d info a pe»:ter tmnip Och ! 
my dear crater, ^f I pan op|y patch ypp qne day t|)e qther 
fide of the LilTy, by m.y fpul I’U be ^cer TPH d^nce 

to the tune of—whi^ck fal lal, 

Then he went on with his bjarncy and chat^ 

Now pitting up this, and knocking down that, 

“Going, gping,” faid he, i‘going, going” did bellow,. 

And down we all went fuce enough in the cellar. 

By my foul you n^ay fay piy dear it i^fasa kpoedc-down 
below to a certaipty ! the audlipn-room w-a? full as it cpyld 
hold, an^ while the fpalpeen was ftic(dng into them ydth 
« what a bargain you have gpt there Sir,'hand up the filver- 
looking knives and forks, that watch Sir, is a Sfoj> §ne, and fait 
fo it was indeed, for thp devil’s own fejf cpuld’nt make it go 
while this bufiness was in full cry and going, goipg ^.as ripg-. 
ing in our ears, the ground we ftood cn trembled like an 
earthquake and down we went every woman’s man of u?. 

into the cellar! with a whack fal, lal, ^c. 
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yujl Me Love. 


By Mr. C. DisDitf. 


JUST like love is yonder rose; 

Heavenly fragrance round it throwf. 

Yet tears its dewy leaves difclofc, 

And in the midik of briars it blows, 

Just like love, Jud like love, Jufk like love* 

Cull’d, to bloom upon the breaft. 

Since rough thorns the ftem inveft, 

They muft be gathered with the reft, 

And with it to the heart be preft. 


And when rude hands the twin buds fever. 
They die, and they lhall bloffom never ; 
Yet the thorns be (harp as ever. 

Yet the thorns be fharp as ever, 


Juft like love, &c. 


L‘he Beautiful Maid* 


WHEN abfent from her my foul holds moft dear, 
What medley of palBons invade, 

In this bofom what anguifti, what hope and what fear, 
I endure for my beautiful maid, 

1 endure for my beautiful maid. 

In vain 1 feek pleafure to lighten my grief, 

Of quit the gay throng for the fhadc, 

Ho retirement or folitude can yield me relief, 

When away from my beautiful maid* 
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BenaparU 

COME, liften ev^ry lord ^tid 
Gentletii^n ^nd 
I re got ^ little fong to /ing. 
About a very great man ! 

And fliould ohe name of Bonaparte 
Mingle in my ftory, 

*1 is with all due fubmiffion 
To his honor’s worlhip’s glory. 



, Th« kindnase of this philaiUropliic^ 
Gentleman ^^tending, 

CololTus-like, from iile to ifle, 

Their grievances amending, 

To England would reach (if he could,) 
From fancied ills to favc ye ; 

But though he likes us vaftly wejl. 

He does not like our navy. 

With Egypt once he fell in love, 

Becaufe it -was the high road 
To India, for himfelf and friend, 

To travel by a nigh road ; 

And after fiich a mighty fufs, 

And working night and day there, 
*Twa3 monftrous ungented of us, 

Tlpt woujd not ict him flay there ! 
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A nobleman was fent to hliiH 
For negociation able, 

And Bonaparte kindly l^fi hiffi- 
Down at his own tabloj 
And in a ftory tWo hours long 
The gentleman wa^hearfd in,. 
While our ambaffadoif doelar^d 
He could not get a wofd i»l 


« Tis plain,” fays he, alf tfttift fat 
1 pity Britain’s blin^ffefs t 
And mean her eyes to- erpretr, juft 

Out of pure love and kindhef^; ^ 

To fet a generous people free, 

My legions (hall pell-rti‘eTl cdtfle • ^ ^ 

What think you then ?*'—♦* ^ky» 

They’d be more free than weicotne.** 


** Becaufe,’* fays he, (the Firft Conful,) 
“ ril bring you perfedl bliCi, fir, 
And Britons all Iball happy be, 

To fee me, as the Swifs, fir, 

The odds a hundred are to one, 

I fail, though fortune’^s nuriion 
Says our ambaflador to him— 

« Im quite of your opinion.’^ 



Says he, “ My Lord I’ll take the field,** 

« You’d better take the ocean” , ^ * • , 

« My plans are deep”—“ Why yes, they'U reach 
The bottom I’ve a notion.” r; • 

»» What would the Englifii fay to me , . 

^Twilt Boulogne and Dover P’ 

»« Why, general, they'd' .fiirely think 
Tour worlhip half fcas over I” 
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From Malta next he took hij text, 

My Lora look’d rather blue on’t; 

For every fcheme the Conful try’d, 

He had a trick worth two on’t. 

“Why ’fdeath and fire ! flop general, 

’Twere heft you fink thefe capers, 

Or every word you fpeak will be 
In all the Englilh papers !” 

With belles and beaux the drawing room 
One morning it was quite full. 

And Bonny, like a bantam cock 
Came crowing rather fpiteful; 

He then began to huff and bluff. 

To Ihcw that war his trade is; 

He fcolded all the Englifhmen, 

And frightened all the ladies. 

Your government I’ll tame,” fays he, 

Since war you are fo fond on; 

I’ve got my will in Paris here, 

And wifh the fame in London : 

I’ll rule the great John Bull, (he faid,) 

I have him In the ring, fir,” 

Says John, “ I’ll not be rul’d by you, 

Nor any fuch a thing fir.” 

* Come, bring my flag invincible !’' 

A Scot took it long ago, fir,”— 

“ Well, what d’ye think? their fliips we’ll fink; 

And never flrike a blow, fir; 

A clever man has found a plan, 

A plan he’s furely right in ; 

For if we beat the Britifh fleet, ’?• 

It mud not be at fighting 
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Quite frantick now, he vows re^cngd 
The moment that he’s landed ; 

And proudly boaftrs, he cannot hope 
To fight him fingle handed. 

What fingle-handed, we can do, T 

His troops lhall know full well, foon: 

For him he learn’d it long ago 

From fingle handed Nelfon ! .. 

Now fincc their minds are quite madeup* 
Let me on this occafionr 
Make one requeft to Neptune, 

If they dream of an invafion ; 

To bring them fafely out of port, 

On gentle billows guide them, 

To where a fet of Britifli boys 
May anchor clofe befide them^ 

Bow, wow, &c. 


Peggy Ba^wn* 

Sung by Mifs Tyrer, in the new Comedy of ** Five miles Off; 
er, the Finger Pojly* performed at the Haymaxket Theatre. 

AS 1 came o’er the Highland hills, 

To a farmer’s houfe I came, 

The night being dark and fomething wet, 

I ventur’d into the fame. 

Where I was kindly treated, 

And a pretty lafs 1 fpied, 

Who afked me if I had a wife, 

But marriage I denied. 








I courted her the lae lang night, 
'Till near the dawn of day. 

When frankfy (he to me did fay, 
Alang with you Ml gae ; 

For Ireland is a fine country. 

And the Scots to you are kin ; 

So I will gang with you 
My fortune to begin. 

Bay being come, and breahfafl: o’er, 
To the parlour I was ta'en. 

The gude man kindly alked me 
Jf I’d marry his daughter Jane; 
Five hundred marks Ml give her, 
Befide a piece of land; 

But fcarcely had he fpoke the word, 
1 ill I thought of Peggy Bawn» 

** Your offer, Sir, is very good, 

And I thank you too,” faid I; 

“ But I cannot be your fon-in-law. 
And I II tell you the reafon why; 
My bufinefs calleth me in hafte, 

I am the King’s fervant bound. 
And I mull gang awa* this day. 
Straight to Edinburgh town.” 

Oh, Peggy Bawn, thou art my own, 
Thy heart lies in my breaff, 

And though we at a difiarce are. 

Yet I love thee ftill the heft ; 

Altho’ v/e at a diftance are. 

And the feas between us roar, 

Yet Ml be conftarit, Peggy Bawn, 

To thee for evermore. 
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Matthew Muggins. ' 

SOME fay that a bachelor’s life won’t do, 

Others fay that it’s mcrfy and mellow; 

Some fay it is like an old glove or a (hoe. 

Good for nothing—for want of a fellow : 

A bachelor I, to wed not afraid, 

If a partner for life I can gain ; 

I m warm in the pocket, a chandler by trade, 
Matthew Muggins of Mincing-lane. 

I think I had heft advertife for a wife, 

As our general method in trade is; 

** A gentleman wanting a partner for life. 

Gives this gentle hint to the ladies: 

I don’t care how pretty she is, if no flirew, 

If good-humoured, don’t mind if (he's plain: 

If wearing the fmall-cloths fhe’ii always leave to 
Matthew Moggins of Mincing-lane.’* 

If nineteen to the dozen, when kind her tongue gocss 
I could listen all day to her prattle; 

Jf her clapper runs cross, I need only fuppose, 

*Tis the watchman a Ipringing his rattle, 

She may dress as shs likes, only drefs’d let her go, 
Naked Venus’s don’t fuit my vein : 

Such is the wife for the neat little beau 
Matthew Muggins, of Mincing-lane. 

s a 
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Mr, Mullins and Mifs Whack, 

ON Ireland*, ground, feat of true hofpitality. 

One Pat i^vlullins liv’d till he died, poor man, 

A martyr he fcH to his conviviality, 

And the last thing he grafp’d was a flowing can .;. 

*1 is the fpirit, my dear, 

Of wliilkey that’s here. 

Then take Paddy IVIullins hy the hand ; 

Let my own spirit move 
With the fpirit I love, 

And Mullins is at your command, 

Mifler Death, at your command. 

Smg Roughicha Stockinha roudelum whack* 
Sing Koughiiiha Stockinha roudelum whack 

Poor Pat left behind h m to grief’s formality— 

One ugly fmall boy—and his name It vvas Jack * 

And he was in love to all difmality, 

With an ugly old maid—they called Noreen WhackI 
Och—this pretty hrown fair. 

With her footy black hair, 
look little Jacky Mullins by the hand! 

But how the folk.s all ftar’'d, 

When this couple were paired, 

And old Fogarty flroak d his band! 

Mr. Mullins touch’d the prieft s hand. 

Si«g Roughinha, &c. 


X, 
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Poor Dido, 

Sung by Mr. Fawcett, at Covent-Gard&n. 

Tune, —“ Madam Figs Gala 

THE Grecians came running to Troy, 

'f he Trojans went running to meet them ; 

It's known to each little fchool-boy, 

How the Greeks they hoife jockied and beat ’em, 
No houfe could that day be endured, 

They made them too hot for the holders: 

And ALneas not being infured, 

Set oiF with his dad on his flioulders. 

Rum ti iddity, &Ct 

His fortune he tried on the ocean, 

And then fuch palavering (lories 
To Dido he told with emotion, 

“ Jubes renovare dolores.” 

When he'd gained all his ends, “Dear ^neas, 
(Says (he) if you love your poor Dido, 

W'hen you’re coming this way, call and fee us;’*‘ 
Thinks he, I’ll be damn’d if I do. 

Rum ti iddity, &c. 

“ Sifter Ann, then, (fays (he) all is done, 

“ And he’s off; only think what a way ’tis 
“ He’s gone with his fancy young fon, 

“ And that rafcal, his fidus Achates'* 

A cord round her neck Ihe extended, 

The one end a bed-poft was tied to 
I'm forry the (lory’s fo ended. 

But there was an end to poor Dido. 

Rum ti iddity, 

S 5 














T'he Irtjh New/man. 

YOU may fing of your waggoners, ploughboys, and watchmen 
Y"our lamplighters, tailors, and peddling Jews; 

There’s no trade like mine—for you’re fure to catch men^ 

Rich, poor, old and ugly, all reading the news. 

While round, with niy papers, straight forward I'm going. 

My mailer’s they find me employment enough. 

For we make out the business with puffing and blowing— 

My horn’s after blowing whatever they puff. 

An^rb^tween us all, we contrivcj— 

To botheroo', didderoo, merry and frifky, 

My horn always made as much noife as he could. 

For as fure as dare Dublin’s the country for whiskey, 

It must be an ill wind that blows nobody good. 

If our oracle ever fhould fail, ’tis no wonder, 

The Times are complained of, as not always right: 

And fometimes the Sun, by way of a blunder. 

He fets in the morning, and rifes by night. 

Then ’twould puzzle your worships my plan to urilock it, 

How often I travel, regardlefs of harm, 

With the World in my hand, and the Star in my pocket, . 

And carry a Telegraph under my arm. 

And then you fee I’m like the Piiblic Ledger, opien io all 
parties, and influenced by none; and that\thc way 
I botheroo, &c. 

Then I’ve all the agraalU news of the ijtftion, 

Your battles and murders, and fuch pretty jokes, 

Wid your parliament fpaaches^ agrali! boderation ! 

And the nate little things that are done by great folks. 








Then I lump every accident, death or promotioQ> 

Your tragedies, comedies, all on a Orring, 

With wedlock and hanging, for fome have a notion, 

That one noofe and t other are juft the fame thing. 

And by my confcience ! I think fo myfelf; for a man ha<i 
better be tucked up at once, than plagued with perpetual 
Bocheroo, didderoo, &c. 


y’ack at Greenvekh, 


WE tars are all for fun and glce, 


A hornpipe was my notion; 

- -U 

Time was I’d dance with any he 


That fails the fait fea ocean : 


rd tipp the roll, the fide, the reel. 


Back, forward, in the middle ; 


And roaft the pig, and toe the heel, 


, All going with the fiddle : 


But one day told a (hot to ram, 


To chafe the foe advancing, 



A fplinter queer’d my larboard gam. 
And dam’me fpoil d ipy dancing. 

Well I’m, fays I, no thurliih elf, 

We mefmates be all brothers ; 

Though t can’t have no fun rnyfelf, 

I may make f >rae for others : 

A fiddle foon I made my own, 

That girls and tars might caper; 

Learnt Rule Britannia, Bobbing Joan, 
And grow’d a decent fetaper : 

But juft as I’d the knack on’t got. 

And did it pretty middling, 

I lost my elbow by a fliot, 

Which, dam^me, fpoil’d my fiddling. 

















So, fometimesas I turn’d my quid,. 

I got a knack of thinking 
As I (hould be an invalid 

And then I took to drinking: 

One day called down my gun to man, 
To tip it with the gravy, 

I gave three cheers and took the can, 
To drink the Britilh Navy; 

Before a fingle drop I’d fipt. 

Or got into my muzzle, 

A langridge off my daddle whipt, 

And dam me fplit my guzzle. 

So then I took to taking fnuff, 

^Caufe how my forrows doubled. 
And pretty paftime 'twas enough, 

D'ye fee when I was troubled : 

But fortune, that mifchievous elf. 

Still at fome fun or other, 

(Not that I minds it for myfelf, 

But juft for Poll and mother,) 

One day, while laying on a tack, 

To keep two fpanking foes off, 

A broadfide came, cfepfizes Jack, 

And dam’me knock d my nofe off. 


So in misfortune's fchool grown tough. 
In this fame fort of knowledge. 
Thinking, mayhap. I’d not enough. 
They fent me here to college ; 

And here we tell old tales and fmoke, 
And laugh while we are drinking. 
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Sailors, you know will have their joke^ 
Even though the fliip^werc linking, 

For I, while I get grog to drink 
My wife, my friend or king in, 

’Twill be no eafy thing I think, 

Dam’me, to fpoii my finging. 

T'fwig of Shillelah, 

Written by Mr. C. Dibdin, Jim. 
MULROONEY s my name, I’m a comical boy, 

A tight little lad at Ihillelah ; 

St. Paddy wid whilkey he fuckled rne, joy, 

Among the fweet bogs of Killalah! 

The world I began with a profpedt fo fair. 

My dad was worth nothing, and I was his heirj 
So all my eftate was a heart free from care, 

And a tight little twig of Ihillelah. 

^*Turn Captain,’* cries dad, “ and if kilt In de llrlfe,, 
fuccefsand long life to Ihillelah ! 

Your fortune is made all the reft of your life, 

As sure as there’s bogs In Killalah.^’ 

But thinks I, fpite of what fame and glory bequeath. 
How conceited I’d look in a fine laurel wreath, 

Wid my head in my mouth to (land picking my teeth, 
Wid a light little, &c. 

Yet firmly both Ireland and England PlI aid, 

The lands of oak-ftick and (hiUtldh 5 
For now thefe two^fifters art man and i^ffc made, 

As fare as there’s bogs in Killalah. 
rn ftill for their friends have a heatt warm and true; 
To their foes give my hand, for what effe Can I do ^ 
Yes, I II give my hand——hut ilong Wid it too, 
A tight little, &c. 
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7he female Volunteers* 

I 

COME ye brave, with noble hearts, 

L.i(len to my {lory ; 

Come like foldlers, play your parts, I 

*Tis the path to glory! 

Gallant heroes lift v.’ith me, 

Lift, and when united, 

Never doubt by land or fea 

We'll fee our country righted. ’ 

And, hark! the warlike fife and drum , 

Salutes the hero's ears: ** | 

And bids him join with hand a»d heart ■ 

The Female Volunteers. [ Ofljjjoi 

Valour is the foldier’s game, j 

And his miftrefs honour ! 

By that ever facred name, 

Caft no ftain upon her ! Mull it n 

Never,—’tis not in the man— 

Boafting Britifti fpirit! 

«■ . . Girt not 

Sworn to prove this only plan 

T u- . hoWDSll 

Is nis country s credit. 

And hark, &c. 

Ladies drop all idle mirth, SayL 

Nor of favours prattle 
’rill each lover proves his worth 
In the field of battle. 

Then as it is your duty, ifflUotk™ 

Throw your arms about his neefc, 

^And blefs him with your beauty! *l5oiiopolit 

And hark, &c. ... * n„,h„.. 
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Now, then, lift In England’s caufc 
.Freedoms favourite nation ; 

To defend the ftate and laws— 

Is a Briton’s ftation : 

Yes, and flioiild the murd’rers knife, 
Be to George dire<Sled, 

Britons will preferve his life, 

And fee the King protedled ! 

And hark, &c. 

Louifa, 

SAY, Louifa, can’ft thou leave me, 
Would’ft thou play the tyrant’s part ? 

Tho’ the world may frown and grieve me# 
Only you—can break my heart. 

Think how long w'e’ve known each other, 
Love from childhood with us grew; 

Canft thou then the paflion fmother? 

Muft it meet its death from you I 
Say, Louifa, &c. 

Give not way to form or fafhion, 

Frowns may drive me to defpair, 

Love like mine ftiould meet compassion, 

Be as kind as thou art fair! 

Say Louifa, &c. 


Honfjl Paddy*s Remarks* 

OCH ! botheration, about prefervation, 

1 love both myfelf, n;y dear country and King, 
But Monopolizers, I always difpife, Sirs, 

May they on a lamp poft all merrily fwirg. 
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Choru«. 

Crying, bubaboo, hubabon, while they are able, 

While tin pots and brafs kettles fhall found out their knell, 

In all kinds of weather, let them hang together. 

Faith, fure they’re unworthy on earth for to^dwell, 

Odd youns, blood and pouars, of thofc wicked fpaltoone, 

Sure I have no patience ‘bout any fuch thing, Slijuil 

To hear in this nation, a word like ftarvation, Anil 

. Bad luck to their fouls, tie them up in a firing. Tiierf'i 

Ijhili 

Our fields yielding plenty, and not a barn empty, ^ 

You ne'er faw before a more beautiful fpring, ^ 

O my life to Moll Kelly, you'll ne'er fill your bcllyj 

Till fuch cruel wretches are noos’d in a firing. 

^ Hcrfaih 

Befides thefe men-eaters, there’s other vile creatures, 

WhoVe dared to attempt the life of cur king, 

By good fober fadnefs. I’d foon cure their madnefs, JjjHj 

To the devil I’d pitch them on Paddy’s new fwing. 

By holy Britannia and lovely Hibernia, 

With glee I’d foon make this our nation to ring, 

Cheap bread, beef and beer. Sirs, our fpirits to cheer, Sirs, 

Elated each heart wiH flag, “ God fave the King.” 

. 1 loYt 

So now to conclude, my honcfl friend Caley, 

1 hope thefe cruel wars will foon have an end, 

About Bonaparte, and fuch nonfenfe be eafy, 

Fill up a bumper, and each toafl his friend. 

But firfl you mud tuck up all monopolLzers, 
i With tin pots and brafs kettles we’II play them a tune, , 

Then cheap provifion we’ll get—the toafl round the tabfc, 

Will be, road beef, a fpeedy peace, and foon. 1 

And \ 

. • ‘ ‘ -A! 
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Sdl/y in our Alley» 

OF all tflie girls m our town» 

There’s none like pretty Sally, 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And Ihe lives in our alley 
There’s ne’er a lady in the land 
Is half fo fweet as Sally, 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And lives in our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage nets, 

And in the ftreets doth cry them ; 
Her mother flie fells laces long, 

To all as chofe to buy them. 

But fure fuch folk's could ne'er beget 
So fweet a girl as Sally, 

She is the darling of my heart, &c. 

When Sally’s by I leave my work, 

I love her fo fincerely, 

My mafter comes, like any Turk, 

And bangs me moft feverely; 

But let him bang his belly full, 

I'll bear it all for Sally, 

She is the darling of my heart, 

Of.^liShfe' days there’s in the week, 

I dearly love but one day. 

And that’s tho day that comes between 
.A Saturday and Monday; 

T " 













O then I'm dreft all in my beft 
To walk abroad with Sally, 

She is the darling of iny heart, &c. 

My mailer carries me to church, 
And often I am blamed, 

• Because I leave him in the lurch, 

As foon as text is named : 

I leave the church in fermon time. 
And flink away with Sally, 

SJie is the darling of my heart, &c, 

TvTy mafier and the neighbours all, 
ATake game of me and Sally, 

And but for her. I d better be 
A Have and row a galley ; 

But when my feven years are cut, 

O then I'll marry Sally, 

O then we II wed, and then wc 11 bed. 
But not in our alley. 


Sentimental Sally, 

Tune—Sally in our Alley. 

‘J HE bard who glows with Grub ilreet fire 
In Sally’s praife profufeis; 

But know the Sally I admire, 

’Tis wit alone produces ; 

Sweet fprigiitiy Sylph, *tis thee I mean. 
Then (land not (hilly (bally ; 

But as thou art my fancy’s queen, 

Ke'er let me want a Sally ! 
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^Tis true we’re told In profe and rhyme, 

** A wit is but a feather 

But let me lightly mount fublime, 

While grovelings hug their tether ; 

Then, like rhe lark, I'll fbar and fing, 

While from the foc(ii<l valley, 

The cold fprung earth-worm ne’er takes wing, 
Nor e’er enjoys a Sally, 

Sallies of wit, where uifdom rules, 

Are gladfome, gamefome, gay things ; 

Bat thofe who fport with pointed tools, 

Should handle well their playthings ; 

Then, haply, when the ftroke offends, 

No longer prone to rally ; 

I'll filence keep to keep my friends, 

And check the fporti»e Sally. 


And as old Time fpeeds on apace, 

His fport and prey to make us, 

With hafty ftrides, and hot foot chace, 
Determined to o’ertake us; 

When from the Sally port of life. 

We rulh to clofe life’s tally; 

Releas’d from cank’rlng care and ftri'fe, 
Triumphant be our Sally ! 

T % 













Pizarro, 


AsTwalkM thro' the Strand, fo carelcfs and gay, 

I met a young girl who was wheeling a barrow; 

Choice fruit, fir, * faid itie, “ and a bill of the play ?’* 

So fome apples I bought, and fet off for Pizarro. 

When I got to the door 1 was fqueez’d, and cried dear me, 
“ I wondered they made the entrance fo narrow!*’ 

At lad I got in, and found every one near me 
Was bufily talking of Mr. Pizarro. 

1 . 0 , the hero appears, what a ftrut and a ftriJe ! 

He might eafily pafs for Marlh-dl Suwarrow; 

And Elvira, fo tall, neither v'rgin nor bride— 

The loving companion of galiant Pizarro ! 

But Elvira, alas, turned fo dull and foprofy, 

That I longed for a hornpipe from little Del Caro ; 

Bad I been *mong the gods, I had furely cry'd—“ Nofy, 
Come play us a jig ; and a fig for Pizarro !’* 

On his wife and his child his affcdllon to pay, 

Alonzo flood gazing, and ftrait as an arrow; 

Of him I have only this little to fay— 

His boats were much neater than those of Piiarro. 

Then the Prieftefs and Virgins, in robes white and flowing, 
W alked fokmnly on—like a fow and her farrow ; 

And politely inform'd the whole houfe they were going 
To entreat Heav’n’s curfss on noble Pizarro! 












Then at it they went. How they made us all dare ! 

One growl'd like a bear, and one chirp’d like a fparrow •* 

I liften’d; but all I could learn I declare, 

Was that vengeance would certainly fall on Pizarro 

Rolla made a fine fpeech, with fuch logic and grammar 
As muft fure roufe the envy of counfellor Garrow, 

It would fell for five pounds, were it brought to the hammer ; 
For it raifed all Peru againft valiant Pizarro. 

Four a(5ls are tol lol —but the fifth’s my delight 
Where Hifiiory trac'd with the pen of a Varro 
And Elvira in black, and Alonzo in white, 

-•Put an end to the piece, by killing Pizarro ! 

I have finifii’d my fong, if it had but a tune, 

(Nancy Dawfon vvon t do nor the fweet Braes of Yarrow, 
I vow I would fing it from morning to noon — 

So much I-am charm d with the Play of Pizarro. 


^ohn Doe and Richard Roe. 

Tune —^ The Ifland.” 

Do you know Johnny Doe, 

And the fam d Richard Roe, 

Two terrible brothers in law', Sir, 
Becaufe if you don’t, 

I hope that you won’t 
Be hook’d by their teriible claw, Sir ; 

T 3 













O, its a terrible, &c. 

A confounded terrible &c# 

And their talons ne’er fail, 

Each poor devil to nail, 

Within reach of their terrible claw, Sir. 

More captures they’ve made 
Than the whole fighting trade ; 

For a5iions their like you'll ne’er meet, Sir, 

In the army, folks fay 
Mag’s diverfions they play ; 

But they’re much more at home in die fleet Sir, 
They’re much more &c. 

Their all in their own way &c. 

For they’ve officers bluff, 

And prefs-warrants enough, 

To iffne and people the fleet. Sir, 

Sir Sid, without flopping, 

T ook French leave for hopping, 

And now cakes the French to their moan. Sir; 
But to tbefe he’s a cake, 

For all nations they take 
With nobody’s leave but their own, Sir, 
Nobody’s, &c—Nobody’s &c. 

For I fancy, d’ye fee. 

If they took you or me, 

They’d have nobody’s leave but their own, S'lr. 

Why what d’you think ? 

When you’re fhort of the chink : 

Of ivant tho they know you have plenty. 
Becaufe it is found 
You can’t pay ten pound, 

Ecod, but they’ll make you pay twenty. 

Ecod, 








Pon my honour they’ll, See, 

For a juftice can t fee, 

The lawyers agree, 

For ten pounds Sec, 

May thefe brothers in law, 

With their terrible claw, 

Keep all honeft, from poets to prodlors; 
And perhaps a good thing 
For the nation and King, 

It wou’d be if they’d bone ali the Dodlorsl 
O Lord &c. 

What a thing, if &c. 

With a drop of good fluff, 

Wefiiould live long enough, 

If they’d only juft bone all the Dodlors. 


Do// of Wapping* 

'’Twas at Stepney church I was fplic’d to Doll, 
Pull away, pull away together, 

In wedlock you’ll oft’times meet with a f^uall, 
But 1 found it all foul weather i 
Such a curious clapper hung tongue had she, 
Doll’s mufick there was no flopping ; 

So in lefs than a week I put off to fea. 

Pull away, pull away, pull away, pull Ifay, 
What a devil of a Doll of Wapping I 
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I fail’d for Jamaica, to give her the flip, 

Pull away, pull away, yo ho there ; 

But foon finding my latitude, Doll took a trip. 

And flie prefently had me in tow there; 

So again I was forc’d to lead the old life. 

And to India was fain to be hopping : 

Where, landing, the firfl; that I met w'as my wife, 

Pull away, pull away, pull away, pull I fay— 

What dy’e think of my Doll of Wapping ? TWwithirdo 

LetojfefODtIi 

ThfjlhaD find 

At Calcutta flie jaw’d for three weeks and a day, Andnowlbeiri 

Pull away, pull away, fo fine O ! , 1 ,, 

Where I luckily fhipp’d her for Botany Bay, Wiiltlhtgtrla 

And myfelf fet fail for China : 

But juft as I counted on the end of my toils, 

Never dreaming of what was to happen. So!uiarhar/id 

We were both caft away near the Phillippine Tfles— (Jjkkljaiaoilio 

Pull away, pull away, pull away, pull I fay, Tofoalchabit 

What a chop for my Doll of Wapping! bwortliyiBhu 

Well, what wou’d you have ? all my buffeti-ng paft,— 

Pull away, pull away,—d’ye mind me ? 

I’m here among the favages moor’d at laft, 7itnJaj 

Where Doll is not abl« to find me! 

Safe out of the reach of her d—d flack jaw, UtarNiflcy 

With plenty of grub for popping, ADdfereo 

I’m fnug alongfide of this tight young fquaw— To make for 

Pull away, pull away, pull away, belay ! 

And the devil take Doll of Wapping, 

Tkcwo 
Hail bon 
Andak 
Tbo 

' 






Sung by Mr. Bannister, 


When in war on the ocean we meet the proud foe, 

Tlio* with ardour for conqueft our bofom may glow. 

Let us fee on their veffels Old England’s flag wave. 

They fliall find Britifii failors but conquer to fave. 

And now their pale enfign we view from afar, 

With three cheers they’re welcom’d by each Britifh tar; 
While the genius of Britain ftill bids us advance, 

And our guns hurl in thunder defiance to France. 

But mark our lad broadfide! flie finks! down flie goes! 
Quickly man all our boats—they no fonger arc foes; 

To fnatch a brave fellow from a wat’ry grave, ^ 

Is worthy a Britain, who conquers to fave. 


Then fay my Sweet Girl ean you Love me. 

Dear Nancy I’ve fail’d the world all around. 

And feven long years have been a rovef s 
To make for my charmer each {hilling a poufid, 
But now my hard perils are over t 
I’ve fav’d from my tolls many hundreds in gold. 
The comforts of life to beget; 

Have born in each climate the heat and the cold, 
And all for my pretty Brunette ; 

Then fay, my fweet girl, can you love me? 
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Though others may boatl of more riches than mine, Palhvi; 

And rate my attradion e’en fewer, CldDivjcc 

At their jeers and attradtions I’ll fcorn to repine, Qnedi/cf 

Can they boaft of a heart that is truer ? Uenw/vifr 

Or will thf“y for thee plough the hazardous main, 'fwagioto 

Brave the fcafons both ftormy and wet ? gotht&fflilj’* 

If not, why I 11 do it again and again, Pall way, | 

And all for my pretty Brunette; 

Then fay, my fweet girl, &c. 

^vaH DOW, doi 

When order d afar in purfuit of the foe, Pullaiay, p 

I figh’d at the bodings of fancy, Don’t you fe« ii 

Which fain would perfuade me I might be laid low, Andt’otbtrt 

And ah ! never more fee my Nancy I Tbtoftando 

But hope like an angel foon banifh’d the thought, AndWddi 

And bid me fuch nonfenfe forget; ttytif wcr/lj 

I took the advice and undauntedly fought, Pnllaway, piJ 

And all for my pretty Brunette ; lihatil'yeihiii 

Then fay my fweet girl, &ic. 

Boxzfprit. EEGONEdcll 

Sung by Mr. JoHANNOT, at Aftley* Amphuheatre. • 

Long ti 

BEN Bowfprit I am, and a true jolly boy, ^nd 

Pull away, pull away fo funny, 

I was always the firft for to pipe hands a hoy, 

W^hen the lignal was out to be funny * 

J could weather all feas like a true jolly dog, * r ^ootnutV^w, 

With the heft he that ever went a hopping - ADdtcoir.u^ 

But the ocean I like is the ocean of grog, . r My' 

Pull away, pull away, pull away, pull I fay— * Si 

What d’ye think of Ben Bowfprit of Wapping ? * Tot 

1 
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My grandfather bulg’d with a freighting of flip, 

Pull away, pull away, fo frilky, 

Old Davy contriv’d my dad’s cable to flip, 

One day overladen with whilky. 

Then my wife’s chriftian name, it was brandyfac’d Nan 
'Twas gin to old Nick fent her hopping ; 

So the family’s caufc I keep up while I can. 

Pull away, pull away, pull away, pull I fay— 

What dy’e think of Ben Bowfprit of Wapping ? 

Avail now, don’t think that I’d launch out a lie. 

Pull away, pull away, fo groggy, 

Don’t you fee in the fervice I’ve bung’d up one eye. 

And t’other eye grows rather foggy, 

Then to {land on I’ve fcarcely a leg left behind. 

And fliould death t’other day light be flopping ; 

Why the word you can fay, is—He’s drunk till he’s dead. 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, pull I fay, 

V hat d’ye think of Ben Bowfprit of Wapping ? 


Begone Dull Care, 

BEGONE dull Care, I pr’ythee begone from me, 
Begone dull Care, thou and I lhall never agree ; 
Long time thou hall been tarrying here, 
And fain thou w'ould’fl me kill; 

But rfaith dull Care. 

Thou never lhall have thy will. 

Too much care will make a young man look gray, 
And too much care will turn an old man to clay ; 
My wife fliall dance and I will fing, 

So merrily pafs the day ; 

For I hold it one of the wifeft things 
To drive dull Care away. 
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7^he Pretty Haymaker, » 

Sung by Mr. D:gkum at Vauxhall, compofed by Mr. Re eye ^ 
the words by Mr. Ur ton. 

^TWAS in June, rofe June, 

That I faunter’d one morning, 

All alone thro' the fields. 

Juft as Phoebus was dawning; 

When fortune fo fix’d it 

For which the deuce take her, 
i muft fall deep in loY^ 

With a pretty haymaker ; 

Yes in love, deep in-love, 

With a little haymaker ! 

She was fair, and well form’d. 

Nay all lovely I own it. 

And grafs here and there 
Into hillocks had thrown it: 

Her words were—“ Stand by Sir !’* 

And I ftrove to forfakc her, 

^ut, no, I was caught 
By this pretty haymaker; 

Yes in love, deep in love ' 

With a little haymaker, 

*Twas her figure, her mien, 

And two pretty black eyes, Sir, 

With a blush the moft fweet 
1 ook niy heart by furprife, Sir, 

*Twas fomething bewitching, 

For which the deuce take her, ’ ^ 

t Made me fall deep in love 
With this pretty haymaker; 

Yes in love, deep in love 
W^ith a little haymaker. 
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X 


What to do T can’t tcH, 

For a caufe more perpiexirijg 
Was fure never known, 

No, nor truly more vexirtg; 
Pray, young men have a care 
Of the fields, anti each raker, 
Lead you fall deep in love 

With fome pretty haymaker.^ 
For I’m trapp’d, fairly trapp’d 
By a little haymaker. 


The Orphan 1^6fs Tdlt, 

STAY, lady—day, for mercy’s fake, 

And hear a helpldfs orphan’s tale 

Ah, fure my looks mud pity wake— 

’Tis want that makes my cheeks fo pale. 

Yet I was once a mother’s pride, 

And my brave father’s hope and joy ; 

But in the Nile’s proud fight he died— 
And I am now an orphan boy ! 

Poor foolifh child! how pleas’d was I, 
When news of Nelfon’s vi<5l’ry camc> 

Along the crowded dreets to fly— 

And fee the lighted window? flame! 

To force me home my mother fought— 
She could not bear to fee my joy 

For with my Father’s life twas bought. 
And made me a poor orphan boy ! 

U 
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The people's fhouts were long and loud, Sap'oj 

My mother, fhudd'ring, clos'tl her ears; .And 

‘‘ Rejoice, rejoice I” ftill cry'd the crowd— . 

My mother anfwer’d with her tears! fori 

** Oh why do tears fteal down your cheek,** 

Cried I, “ while others fliout with joy ?’ 

She kifs'd me; and, in accents weak, Then the 

She call’d me her poor orphan boy! 

“ What is an orphan boy ?’* I faidt Of'loni 

When fuddenly (he gafp*d for breath, ^ 

And her eyes clos’d !•—I Ihriek’d for aid ; „ , 

Vlifte th 

But, ahl her eyes were clos’d in death! 

My hardlhips (ince I will not tell: 

But now no more a parent’s joy,— I know jt 

Ah, lady! I have learnt too well 

What *tis to be an orphan boy I Gwnieti 

Stoto 

Oh, w’ere I by your b unty fed ?— 

Nay, gentle lady, do not chide; Polly, my 

Truft me, 1 mean to earn my bread— Andlco 

The failor’s orphan boy has pride. Tho'Utt' 

Chwmi 

Lady, you weep :—what is’t you fay? 

You’ll give me cloathing, food, employ! Jemmy,i 

Look down, dear parents; look and fee 
Your happy, happy orphan boyl 

_ . 1 will <1 

ne Tarry Trowfers. 

Aniii 

AS I walked one Mayfummer morning, 


The weather being fine and clear, - 

There I heard a tender mother. 

Talking to her daughter dear. 
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Saying daughter I would have you marry, 
And live no longer a fingle life ; 

No, faid (he, Td fooner tarry 
For my jolly failor bright. 

Daughter, failors are given to roving, 

And to foreign parts they go, 

Then they leave you broken hearted, 

And they prove your overthrow. 

O failors they are men of honour, 

And do face their enemy, 

Where thundering cannons rattle, 

And the bullets they do fly. 

I know youM have me to have a farmer, 
And not give me my heart’s delight, 

Give me the lad with tarry trowfers, 
Shines to me like diamonds bright. 

Polly, my dear, our anchor’s weighing, 
And I come to take my leave, 

Tho'‘I leave you my deareft jewel, 
Charming Polly do not grieve. 

Jemmy, my dear, let me go with you, 
No foreign danger will I fear ; 

When you are in the height of battle, 

I will attend on you my dear. 

Hark; Kow the great guns rattle, 

And fmall arms do make a noife; 

When they were in the height of battle, 
She cries, fight on my jolly boys, 

U % 











Now all youngr maidens take warning. 
That a jolly failor is your delight ? 
Never be forcM to wed with another, . 
For all their gold and filver brighfe. 


Seng, 

IF ever a failor was fond of good fport, 

’Mongft the girls, why that failor was f, 

Of all fizes and forts, I’d a wife at each port, 

But when that I faw Polly Pligh, 

1 hail’d her my lovely, and gav’d her a kifs, 

And fwore to bring up once for all, 

And from that time Black Barnaby fplic’d us till thi?, 

1 have been copftant and true to my Poll. 

And yet now all forts of temptations Pve flood. 

For I afterwards fail’d round the world. 

And a queer fet we faw of the devil’s own brood. 
Where ever our fails vyerc unfurl'd, 

Some with faces like charcoal, and others like chalk. 
All ready one’s heart to o’erhaul. 

Don’t go to love me, my good girl,faij I, walk. 

I’ve fworn to be conftant to Poll. 

I met with a fquaw out at India beyond. 

All in glafs and tobacco pipes dreft, 

What a dear pretty monfler, fo kind and fo fond. 

That I ne’er was a moment at reft. 

With her bobs at her ears, and her quaw, quaw, quaw, 
All the world like a Bartlemy doll. 

Says I, you Mifs Copperfkin, juft hold your jaw, 

For I shall be conftant to Poll. 
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Then ore near Sumatra juft under the line. 

As fond as a witch in a p!ay, 

I loves you, fays (he, and juft only be mine, 

Or by poifon I’ll take you away, 

Curfeyour kindnefs fays I, but you can’t frighten me, 
You don't catch a gudgeon this haul, 

If I do take you ratfban, why then do you fee, 

1 (hall die true and conftant to Poll. 

But I fcap’d from them all, tawny, lily, and black, 

And merrily weather’d each ftorm. 

And my neighbours to pleafe, full of wonders came back, 
But what*s better I’m grown pretty warm, 

And fo now to fea I (hall venture no more, 

For you know, being rich I’ve no call. 

So ri! bring up young tars, to do my duty afticre, 

And live and die conftant to PolL 


*The Lahe of Killarney , 

ON the Lake of Killarney I firft faw the lad, 

Who with fong and with bagpipe could make my heart glad 
And his hair was fo red, and his eyes were fo bright, 

Gh they (hone like the ftars in a cold frofty night .• 

So tall and fo ftraight my dear Paddy was feen, 

Oh he look’d like the fairies that dance on the green. 

All the girls of Killarney wore green willow tree. 

When firft my dear Patrick.fung love tales to me. 

Oh he fung and he danc’d, and won my fond heart,. 

And to (ave his dear life with my own I would parr. 

U a- 










I love yoUi hy Heavent to madness, 

AWAY with thjs pouting and fadnefs. 

Sweet girl^ will you never give o’er ? 

1 love you, by Heaven, to madnefs; 

And what can I fwear to you more ? 

Believe not the old woman’s fable, 

That oaths are as Thort as a kifs; 

ril love you as long as I’m able. 

And fwear for no longer than this. 

Then away with this pouting and fadnefs; 
Sweet girl, will you never give o’er ? 

I love you, by heaven to madnefs; 

And what can I fwear to you more ? 

If fwearing however, will do it, 
ril fwear without further delay: 

If you’ll be the book, I’ll go through it, 

And not mifs a charm by the way. 

I’ll fw^ear by thofe glances fo tender, 

Thofe treffes that curl like the vine; 

Thofe eyes, that are floating in fplendor, 

And the paffion that’s pleading in mine. 

Then away, &c. 

I’ll fwear by my honest intention, 

By the dart that has wounded us both ; 

I'll fwoar by thqfe lips, but their mention 
Is as good by itfelf as an oath. 

Thofe lips whofe fweet kiis would occafiou 
A flanae in a bofom of ftone, 

Bromife more for my paffion’s duration 
Than all I can fwear with my own. 

Then ^way, &c. 
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Banks of the Shannon, 

IN fummer, when the leaves w'ere green, 
And bloffoms deck each tree, 

Young Teddy then declar’d his love, 

His artless love to me. 

On Shannon’s flowery bank we fat, 

And there he told his tale : 

“ Oh Patty, foftest of thy fcx 
Oh let fond love prevail. 

Ah ! welha-day, you fee me pine 
In forrow and defpair, 

Yet heed me not, then let me die. 

And end my grief and care.” 

Ah no, dear youth, I foftly faid. 

Such love demands my thanks; 

And here I vow eternal truth 
On Shannon’s flowery banks. 

And then we vow’d eternal truth 
On Shannon’s flowery banks. 

And then we gather’d fweetest flowers, 
And play’d fuch artless pranks. 

But W'oe is me, the prefs-gapg came. 
And forc'd my Ned away, 

Juft when we nam’d next morning fair 
To be our wedding day. 

My love he cry’d, they force me hencC| 
But ftillmy heart is thine. 

All peace be yours my gentle Pat, 
■While war aad toil is uwne. 
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Theh 

With riches Til return to thee t ' 

I fobb’d out words of thanks, Tbefg 

And then we vowed eternal truth, " Ao(l‘ 

On Shannon’s flowery banks. 

' . Thedod 

And then we vow’d eternal truth, , 

On Shannon’s flowery banks,, 

And then I faw him fall away^ 

And join the hoflile ranks. 

From morn to eve, for twelve long months, 

His absence fad I mourn’d 
The peace was made, the ship came back,, 

But Teddy ne’er return’d. 

His beauteous face and manly form 

TT . t r • 

Has won a nobler fair ; 

My Teddy’s falfe and I forlorn, 

Muft die in fad defpair. Tictajlofli 

Ye gentle maidens^, fee me laid, 

While you ftand round in ranks, ^ 

And plant a. willow o’er my head, ' 

On Shannon’s flowery banks. ^ 

kOldNi 

Tally high hoy or^ all the World turned Grinders*. Jiitain'sgr 

Sung at Mr. Astley’s Amphitheatre. Tl^sCau 

hi the cor 

GO fearch the world round about, 

And many a freak you’ll be finding ; 

But what do you think’s all the the go ? If ever at 

By the hookey, it’s nothing but grinding. Iho'y 

Tally high ho, high ho, fcandal the devil can’t bind her, , May the 
The world is all how come you fo, and every profeluon ard Sojuft 

grinders. 




The law is a ftate mill, those devouring eivcsi 
The lawyers are terrible giants ; 

They grind all the grift for themfelves, 

And leave all.the chaff for their clients. 

The do(ftors grind you for their fees, 

They kill you for mere prefcrvation ; 

For they know if you live to get well. 

They muft die fure enough by ftarvation. 

The mifers grind north, eaft, weft and fouth. 
The barber at grinding’s a crammer ; 

The churchwarden has got a v/ide mouth, 

And his grinders arc like a fledge hammer. 

The gamefter he grinds by the cards, 

You’d fwear he’s the devil’s own couftn, 

The taylor he grinds by the yard, 

And the baker he grinds by the dozen. 

Thus like coblers, to make both ends meet, 

Each man flicks clofe to his leather, 

But Old Nick, who can all grinders beat, 

Will foon grind the whole boiling together. 

Britain’s grinders, beware of her wooden walls, 
The Cambrians and Scots are not behind her, 

But the corn fa<5lor grinds us the worft, 

I’m fure he's the devil’s own grinder. 

If ever a raft’s formed At Bereft, 

Tho’ your favours are ever fo binding. 

May the devil grind me with the reft^ 

So juft gently finifti your grinding. 







The Birks of Invermay^ 

Sung by Mifs Walstein. 

THE frtiiling morn, the breathing fpring. 
Invite the tuneful birds to fing ; 

And while tliey warble from each fpray, 
I.ovc melts the univerfal lay, 

I.et us, Amanda, timely wife, 

Jdkc them, improve the hour that flies; 
A.nd in foft rapture wafle the day 
Among the birks of Invermay. 

For foon the winter of the Year, 

And age, life's w’intcr, will appear. 

At this thy living bloom will fade. 

As that will ftrip the verdant (hade ; 

Our tafte of pleafure then is o’er, 

The feather'd fongflers are no more; 
And when they drop and we decay, 
Adieu the birks of Invermay, 

The lav’rocks now and llntwhitei fing, 
I'he rocks around with echoes ring ; 

The mavis and the blackbird vie. 

In tuneful drains, to glad the day. 

The woods now wear their fummer fults, 
1 o mirth all nature now invites ; 

Let us be blithefonae then and gay. 
Among the birks of Invermay, 
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Behold the hills and tales around, 

With lowing herds and flocks abound, 

The wanton kids and frilking lambs, 

Gambol and dance about their dams ; 

The bufy bees with humming noife, 

And all the reptile kind, rejoice ; 

Let us, like them, then, flng and play. 

About the birks of Invermay. 

Hark! now the waters as they fall, 

Loudly, my love, to gladness call; 

The wanton waves fport in the beams. 

And fiflies play throughout the ftreams. 

The circling fun does now advance, 

And all the planets round him dance; 

Let us as jovial be as they. 

Among the birks of Invermay. 

A Drinking Song. 

Tune—“ Derry Down.’^ 

Had Neptune, when firfl: he took charge of the fea. 
Been as wife, or at leaft been as merry as we. 

He'd have thought better 0D*t, and inftead of his brine, 
Would have filled the vaft ocean with generous wine. 

Whar trafficking then would have been on the main, i 
For the fake of good liquor as well as for gain ! 

No fear then of tempeft, or danger of finking, ..I 

The fiflies ne’er drown that are alw'ays a drinking. 

The hot thirfty fun then would drive with more hafle, 
Secure in the evening of fuch a repaft : 

And when he’d got tipfy, would have taken his nap 
With double the pleafurc in Thetis's lap. 








By the force of his rays, and thus heated with 
Consider how gloriously Phoebus would fhinc; 
What vaft exhalation hcM draw up on high, 

To relieve the poor earth as it wanted fuppl'y, 

How happy us mortals, when bleft with fuch rain. 
To fill all our vefTcls, and fill them again ! 

Nay, even the beggar, that has ne’er a difh. 

Might jump into the river, and drink like a fifli. 

What mirth and contentment on evVy one’s brow! 
Hob, as great as a prince, dancing after the plough! 
The birds in the air, as they play on the wing. 
Although they hut fip, would eternally fing. 

The ftars, who, I think, don’t to drinking incline, 
Would frifk and rejoice at the fume of the w?ne; 
And, merrily tvvinking, would foon let us know, 
That they were as happy as mortals below. 

Had this been the cafe, what had we then enjoy’d. 
Our fpirits ftill rifing, our fancy ne’er cloy’d! 

A pox then on Neptune, when *twas in his power 
To let slip, Hk£ a fool, fuch a fortunate hour. 


T’he fair of Britain's Isle. 

FILL up the glafs, to beauty charge. 

And banish care from ev’ry breaft ; 

In brllk champagne we’il quick difeharge; 

A toaft lliall give the wine a zeft; 

With rapturous love the foul delight. 

And make e’en mifery fmilc— 

The nation’s ornament moft bright, 

The Fair of Britain’s Ifle. 
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The beaded beauties they furpafti 
Of France, of Italy, and Spain; 

More nobly rank’d in virtue’s clafg, 

The world’s applaufe they juftly gain ;• 

Circaflia’s dames no more lhall boad 
Their once all conquering smile ; 

Through kingdoms this the future toad— 
The Fair'of Britains’s iflc- 

Then join with me, ye gen’rous youth, 
Whofe breads with noble paiTion burn. 

Plead with dncerity and truth. 

Nor doubt you’ll meet a jud return; 

Do you defcrve, and they’ll reward 
With fafcinating fmile; 

Then love and honour ever guard 
The Fair of Britain's Ide. 


7he Galley Slave. 

O Think on my fate, once I freedom enjoy’d^ 

Was as happy as happy could be, 

But plpfure is fled, even hope is dedroy’J 
A captive, alas! on the fea ; 

I was ta’en by the foe, 'twas the fiat of fate 
To tear me from her I adore. 

But thoughts bring to mind my once happy date, 

I figh, I figh, while I tug at the oar. 

O hard, hard is my fate, how galling are my chains 
My life deers by mifery’s chart. 

And tho’ againd my tyrants I fcorn to complain, 
Tears gufli forth to cafe my fond heart; 

X 








I dlfdaln even to fivrmk tiio’ I feel the fharp Ulh,. 

Yet my breaft bleeds for her I adore, 

While around me the uiifeeliog billows do daih,, 

I figh, 1 figh, while I tug at the oar. 

How fortune deceived me, I’d pleafure in tow, 

The port where flie dwelt Td in view, 

But the wilb’d nuptial inorn was all clouded with woe. 
Dear Anna, I’m hurried from you, 

Our Hiallop was boarded and I bore away, 

To behold my dear Anna no moro. 

But defpair wafte my fpirks, my form fjek decay., 

I figh, 1 figh, while 1 tog at the oar. 


Mary le Mur^^ 


AS I ftrayed o’er a common on Cork’s rugged border. 
While the dew-drops of morn the fweet primrofe array’d, 
1 faw a poor female^, whofe mental diforder, 

Her qui(:k-g4ancing eye and wild afpe<5l betray’d-: 

On the fward Hie reclined, by green fern furrounded. 

At her feet fpeckled daifies and crow-flowers abounded, 

7 0 the inmofl recefs her poor heart had been wounded. 

Her fighs were unceafmg—’twas Mary Ic More. 


Her charms, by the keen blaft of forrow were faded, 
Yet the foft tints of beauty ftilj played on her cl#eek. 
Her trefles a wreath of pak primrofes braided. 


And firings of frefh dailies hung loofe on her neck. 

While in pity I gaz’d—fbe cxchimod, “ Oh ! my mother. 
See the blood on that lafli—’tis the blood ©f nty L^ptKer, 
7’hey have torn his poor fl-eth, and they now flrip.japplhtfr f 
’’Fis Connor, the friend of poor Mary le 




2'3S 

* Though Ills lock; are as white as the foam of the ocean, 

Thofe foldiers lhall find that my father is brave; 

My father ! Hie cried, with the wildefk emotion; 

Ah ! no,—my poor father now flee|>9 in his grave. 

They have toll d his. death-bell^ they have laid the turf o’er him, 
His white locks were bloody^ no aid vould rellorehim, 

He is gone—He is gone ! and the good will deplore hijm, 

-• When the blue wave of Erin hides Mary le More.'* 

A lark from the g>old bloflbm’d furze that grew near her, 

Now rofe, atul with energy carrolled his lay; 

Hufh ! hulh ! ((he continued,) the trumpets found clearer, • 
The horfemen approdchr.— Ertti*s daughters, away ! 

Ah! foldicrs,—’twas foul, while the cottage was buening,. 
And o er her pale father a wretch had been mouTiung : 

Go hide with thefea-mew, ye maids, and take warning, , 
Thefe ruffians have ruined poor Mary le More.” 

Thus rav’d the poor maniac, in tones more heart-rending, 
Than fanity s voice ever pour’d on my ear; 

When lo ! on the wafle, and their march towards her bending, 
A fierce troop of Cavalry chanced to appear/ 

Oh I the fiends 1 fhe exclaimed, and with wild horror llartcd, 
Then through the tall fern, loudly fcreaniing, fhe darted, 

With bofom o’ercharged, then I flowly departed,^ 

And fighed for the wrongs of poor Mary le Mor^s 

Erin go Bra* 

SINCE.Erin go l>r3 is the fong of the fod,. 

And adds zed to each Irifhniaa’s toaft ; 

Let oitr land in proud duty be confekufly trod^ 

A»nd be patriot virtue our bcaft. 

' ' • X i 








United and firm, each attempt to oppofe 

From allegiance our minds that would draw: 

Of duty the friends, of fedition the foes, 

So fhall honour fing Erin go Bra. 

Than in Ireland where nobler accomplifhments meet 
Let them fiiew me the country, who can ? 

’Tis the region of wit—hofpitality’s feat, 

And for courage—they’ll fight to a man. 

But as health breeds txcrefeenfes, fpots dim the fun, 
And a diamond exhibits a Haw; 

By indulgence to errors our hearts fiiall be won, 

\VhIlc old England fings Erin go Bra. 

Ye deluded, turn back ; in a profligate crew 
V/ho feek misery and fhame without end ; 

Shake off difaffedlion—to duty be true, 

And cherifli your natural friend. 

Be your only contention which fortunate ifle 
Shall our mutual enemies awe ; 

True Glory (hall court you, gay commerce fliall fmile^ 
And the world fhall fing Erin go Bra. 


B’lho. 

WHEN Bibo went down to the regions below, 

Where Lethe and Styx round eternally flow. 

He wak’d in the boat, and would be rowed back, 

For his foul it was thirfty and wanted fomc fack ^ ^ 

But Charon replied, “ You were drunk when you died, 

“ For you ne’er felt the pain that to death is ally’d.^* ' ^ 

“ Take me back,” cried old Bibo, “ I mind not thopaiq, . 
“ For if I was drunk,—let me die once again.’* v 
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Forget,” replied Charon, thefe regions of ftrife, 

Drink of I^ethe divine, ’tis the fountain of life : 

Where the foul is new born, and all paft Is a dream, 

E’en the gods themfelves fip of the care-drowning ftream,” 
The Gods !” reply’d Clbo, “ drink water who will, 

For the maxims of mortals I’ll ever fulfil; 

So prate not to me of your i^ethe divine, 

Our Lethe on earth b a bumper of wine i’* 

At length grim old Cerberus began his loud roar, 

When the crasy old bark ftruck the Stygian fhorc ; 

Then Bibo awoke, and he ftaggered to land, 

And he joftled the ghofts as they flood on the ftrand- 
Says Charon, “ I tell you, ’tis vain to rebel, 

For you’re baniih’d from earth, and now are in hell; ’ 
“That’s a truth,** cried old Bibo, “ I know by this fign; 
’Tis a hell upon earth to he wanting of wine,” 


Tell her Vll love her* 

Sung by Mr. Imcledon in the “ Wandirino Melodijt,’ 

TELL her I’ll love her while the clouds drop rain. 

Or while there’s water in the pathlcfs main; 

Tell her 1*11 love lier ’till this life is o’er, 

And then my ghoa fliall visit this fweet Ihore. 

Tell her 1 11 love her, &c. 

Tell her 1 only alk fhe'll think of 

I’ll love her while there’s fait within the fea ; 

Tell her all this^ tell it o’er, and o'er, 

The anchor’s weigh'd, or I would tell her more. 

X 3 









tTo Anacreon in Heaven, 

Tune ,—•** young Bibo * ’ 

TO Anacreon in heaven, where he fat in full glee, 

A few fons of harmony fent a petition, 

That he their infpirer and patron would be, 

When this anfwer arrived from the the jolly old Grecian 
“ Voice, fiddle and flute, 

“ No longer be mute, 

I lend you my name, and infpire you to boot; 

** And befides I’ll inftrudl you like me to entwine 
“ The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine.’* 

The news through Olympus immediately flew. 

When old Thunder pretended to give himfelf airs: 

“ If thefe mortals are fuffer’d their fehemes to purfue, 

“ The devil a goddefs will flay above flairs. 

“ Hatk ! already they cry, 

“ In tranfports of joy, 

Away to the fons of Anacreon we’ll fly, 

And there with good fellows we’ll learn to entwine 
“The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine.” 

The yellow hair'd god, and his nine fully maids 
“ From Helicon’s banks will incontinent flee, 

“ Idalia will boaft but of tenantlefs (hades, 

“ And the biforked hill a mere defert will be; 

“ My thunder no fear on't, 

“ Shall foon do its errand, 

•* And d—me ! I’ll fwinge the ringleaders, I warrstQt, 

“ ril trim the young dogs for thus daring to twine 
“ The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s Vine- 





239 


Apollo rofeup, and faid, “ Pry thee ne'er quarrel, 

“ Good king of the gods, with my vot’ries below ; 

“ Your thunder isufelefs, * then (hewing his laurel. 

Cried, “ Sic evitabile fulmen, you know 1 
“ Then over each head 
“ My laurels I’ll fpread, 

“ So* my fons from your crackers no mifehief (hall dreadj 
“ While fnug in their club-room they jovially twine 
“ The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


Next, Momus got up with his rifible phiz, 

And fvvore with Apollo he’d cheerfully join, 

“ The tide of full harmony ftill (hall be his, 

“ But the fong and the catch and the laugh (hall be mine 
“ Then Jove be not jealous 
“ Of thefe honeft fellows/* 

Cried Jove, “ We relent, fince the truth you now tell us 
« And fwear by old Styx that they long (hall entwine 
“ The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus s vine.’* 

Ye fons of Anacreon, then join hand in hand ; 

Preferve unanimity, friendfhip, and love : 

’Tis vours to fupport what s fo happily planned, 

You’ve the fan<5lion of gods, and the fiat of Jove. 

While thus we agree, 

Our toad let it be. 

May our club flouri(h happy, united and free I 
And long may the fons of Anacreon entwitve 1 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus’s vine. 














Tune—* To Anacreon in Heaven.* 


FOR worms when old Bibo provM delicate fare. 

And was neatly dilh’d up by the fage undertakers, 
Then Bibo the Junior fucceeded as heir 

To his plate, and his bullocks, his oaks, and his acres; 
Bu>queer was his fate! 

In pawn was the plate, 

And a curs’d heavy mortgage lay on the edate ! 

Aha ! quoth young Bibo, in faihion I’m grown. 

I’ve a mondrous fine income I can't call my own. 

Young Bibo was flighty—a wife he abhorr’d. 

But deward grew crudy, and ca(h wasn*t plenty, 

An alliance he form’d with a mighty rich lord. 

Ami married his daughter, who fcarce had told twenty 
The lady was gay. 

Honey-moon pafs’d away. 

But children grew thick as the buds on the fpray ; 

Aha' quoth young Bibo, in fadiion I m grown, 

I’ve many flne babies I can't call my own. 

Young Bibo grew defperatc—gam'd very deep. 

And friends while each laded came fader and fader ; 
To hazard all night would he facrifice deep, 

And oft would he groan at the fwcet merry cader. 

But cadi at an end. 

He tried every friend. 

And devil a one a brafs farthing would lend ! 

Aha'quoth young Bibo, in fadiion I’m grown, 

I’ve friends to my vice, but no friends of my own. 
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The Maid of the Roch, 

BY G. S. CAREY. 

1 fat out one eve, with intention to roam, 

To the Rock, where the furges wantonly play. 
When the owl had Ool’n out from his fecret home, 
And bright-veiled Hefperus clos’d in the day. 
The moon was at full, and with dignity rofe, 

And tiffu'd with filver the grccn-mantrd feas, 
The God of the ocean was gone to repofc, 
And^olusfann d with a whlfpcrlng brecitf*- 


On reaching the cave where old legends report, 

And many a forrowful tale has been fung, 

Where blood-hunting robbers have oft held their court, 
On each fide was fome veilige of chivalry hung ; 
hdy eyes were alarm’d on beholding a maid, 

Who, near to the cavern, fat filent in grief, 

Her head on her hand all in forrow was laid, 

A hard rocky pillow was all her relief. 


She ftarted with fear, and (he fain would have fled, 

I begg'd her to flay and her lorrows relate. 

Then told her, from me, (he had nothing to dread. 
That I was fent there by order of fate, 

You can by the order of one, (be reply’d. 

Who has done ail (he can to (liftra<a my poor mind, 
O'er-whelm’d in the deep, my dear William, my pride. 
Then funk, and (he gave her lafi breath to the win.dJ 












T*he Chapter af Urlving, 

A New Song, Sung by Mr. Dignum at Vauxhali. 

GOOD fol^ what a period of novelty this is, 

We adfat new fafhionfrare ftriving ; 

But art of all arts and the hiifs of all blifs, 

Ip the art and the myft ry of driving. 

By his grace you obferve, the dri-ving box feated, 

Lady Jane, who defpifes all weather'; 

Up and down, fore and al’e, fhe needis fcarce be intreated 
To fettle each buckle aod leather. 

Speahilg.--.Tio my lady, couple up the off Leaders, fee the 
arc tight enough,, and pu:; ^tcuc Hand ea the cohara 
to feel they work eafy ; that’s the thing, My lady: off we go 
again. 

We all at newfafhions areftriviug ; 

But the art of all arts h the myft’ry of driving. 

Sir John at his ea£e, is to go the infide in, 

Along with her ladyfliip’s maid. Sirs ! 

My lady with John on the dickey likes riding ; 

She a whip, and fhe fays,—“ Who’s afraid, Sirs!’* 

Sir John a hind mafter has ftill been accounted, 

To the poor little maid he's fo eWti; 

My lady on high is delightfully mounted, 

And is driving, fome fay, to the devil. 

Speaking—'^ Well my Lady^ liovrgoyoaoa ? *—*< Oh 
charmingly ! Sir John. I affure you John is a capital driver* 
and I have a view of every thing. Are you and the nwiid quite 
comfortable within T*—Bat 
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Singing —We all at new foftiions are ftriving, 

“ But the art of all arts is the myft’ry of driving. 
The gouty old ^ecr in his landaulet fnoring, 

Still wishes his equipage grac’d, Sirs 
So he’s two little maids on the coach-hox before him, 

And the.Chaplain behind him is plac’d Sirs. 

Then quick on the rough ftony roads as they jumble^ 

The Chaplain is pioully fhakiqg j 
And his ftomach being large, by the rough rumble tumble 
He’s not in the very beft taking. 

Speaking —** Well Jane and Sufan, have you a 5ne prof- 

pe<Sl ?”_“ Oh yes, pleafe your lordlhip ! ’—“ Well, Mr. Stuf- 

fin, how go you on ?—“ May it pleafe your lordflilp, a little 
fqualmilh or fo after dinner ; rather land-fick.”—But 

Singing^V\^t all at new falhions are ftriving, 

But the art of all arts is the myft’ry of driving. 

Young Whip, the Cantab, whom his father fuppofes 
On dull mathematics grows pale, Sirs; 

In double box-coat buried up to his nofe is, 

And from Cambridge is driving the mail, Sirs, 

While all thefe good folks are their pleafures contriving, 
May you unite yours one and all, Sirs, 

And end this^eledlable chapter of driving, 

By a general drive, to Vauxhall, Sirs. 

Speaking^Tht Gardens look defightfully this feafon, 
never were more brilliant; Mrs. Bland is in capital voice, and 
your old friend Dignum is not much amifs.—But 

Singing---V/e all at new fafhions are ftriving, 

But the art of all arts is the myft'ry of driving. 











Air—** Success to the Farmer'* 

AS Phelira and Pat under Dunicary cliff, 

Were for fea-shells and cockles exploring’; 

When lo ! a fmall barrell was drop’d from a Ikiff: 
Which floated at length to the fhorc in. 

Says Phelim to Pat, now the owner we’ll bilk, 

To night we’ll be merry and frifky, 

I know it as well as my own mothers milk. 

By the powers ’tis a barrcll of Whifkey. 

Says Pat 1*11 foon broach it, how lucky am 
(Now Pat you muft know was a joker,) 

So he went to a flfherman’s Cabin hard by. 

And borrowed his kitchen hot poker. 

’Twas faid, and ’twas done—the barrcll was bor’d, 
(No Bacchanals ever felt prouder ) 

When Paddy found out a fmall error on board— 
The Whilkey alas was Gun-Powder ! !! 

Mlth fudden exploflon he flew oVr the ocean^ 

And high in air fported a leg fir; 

Yet inftindl prevails vvhen philofophy fails. 

So he kept a tight grip of the keg Sirs. 

Bjit Phelim bawl’d out with a terrible ihout, 

I’m not to be done matter Wifeman, 

If you do not come down, faith I’ll jingle to town. 
By the pqjycrs I’ll tell Swan the Excifeman. 






O YOUNG Lochinvar ii come out of the weft, 
Through all the wide border hit fteed wai the heft, 
And fave his gaod broad fword, he weapon had none, 
And he rade all unarmed, and he rode all alone, 

So faithful in love, and fo dauntleii in war, 

There never was hnight like the young Lochinvar. 


He ftaid not for brake and he ftop'd not for ftone; 
He fwam the E&e river where ford there was none, 
But ere he alighted at Netherby gate, 

The bride had confented, the gallant came late. 

For a laggard in love and a daftard in war, 

Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar, 


So boldly he enter’d‘the Netherby Hall, 

Among bridefmen, and kinfmen. and brothers, and all. 
Then fpoke (be bride’s father, his hand on his sword, 

Jtor the poor craven bridegroom faid never a word, 

.. O come you in peace, here, or come you in war, 

Cr to dance at our bridal, young lord Lochinvar ?” 


I long weo’d your daughter, my fait you denied. 
Love fwellslike the Solway, but ebbs like its tide ; 
And now 1 am come with this lost love of mine. 

To lead but one meafure, drink one cup of wine. 
There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by hr, 
That would gladly be tride to the young Lochmtar 












The bride kiTs'd the goblet, the knight took it up, 

He quaff 'd off the wine, and he threw down the cup^ 
She look’d down to blufh, and (he look’d up to figh^ 
With a fmile on her lip, and a tear in her eye, 

He took her fofthand, ere her mother could bar,-" 
“Now tread we a njeafure,’ faid young Lochinvar. 


So ftately his form, and fo lovely her face, 

That never a hall fuch a galliard did grace, 

While her mother did fret, and her father did fume, 

And the bridegroom flood dangling hi» bonnet and plume,. 
And the b/idc maidens whifper’d, “’twerc better by far, 
To have match’d out fair coufm with young Lochinvar.’* 


One touch to her hand and one word in her car, 

%Vhcn they reach’d the hall-door, and the charger flood 
near; 

So light to the croupe the fair lady he fwung, 

So light to the faddle before her he fprung, 

“ She’s won ! we arc gone, over bank, bufh and fcaur^ 

They’ll have fleet flecds that follov/” quoth young Lochinvar. 

There was mounting *mong Graemes of the Ncthcrby clan, 
Torfter’s, Fenwick’s, and MuXgravc’s, they rode and they rao, 
There was. racing, and chafing on Cannobie Lee, 

But the loft bride of Nethcrby n<Xcr did they fee, 

So daring in love, and fo dauntless in war, 

Have yon e’er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar. 





247 

The I/t/b Portion, 


OH ! the cocks and hens they have been at p5ay, 

The fun It is up, its a mighty fine day, 

And It’s Ora Cathalecn, roufc up CathaleeO) you arc all my 
woe ! ! I 


I’m furprifed fuch a lad as I am you’d refnfe, 

Sure I’ve three pair of boots, but there’s two of them shoe8> 
And it’s oea, &c. 


I’ve four hives of bees but the half them arc flies, 

And two pair of breeches without waiftband or thighs*. 
And they’re cold for that &€• 


I've three fat fows only one is a hog, 

I’ve one acre of meadow but half of it’s bog* 

And it’s all for you dec. 

I 

I’ve a fine kitchen garden and half of it’s weeds, 

And four acres of Barley that's fowed without feedsi 
And it’s all for dec. 


I’ve three little trenchers, hut one is a plate, 
And Ml find the praty’s if you ’ll find the mcat^ 
Ora Cathalcen dec. 


I’ve a nice little Dog for to keep away thieves, 
And eight fummer Ihirfs without body or llcevc3» 
And it's all for you dtc. 
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